
 



Author’s Note 

Trigger warning: mental instability, eating disorder, suicidal ideation, self-harm, and occasional 

detail. 

This is one shut-in’s story presented through a diary. This is a mental health story. It’s supposed to go 

through more editing but to me, it’s done. Because things you’ve outgrown becomes too painful to 

keep so let it go. 

If at any point you feel affected, please take a moment of pause to take care of yourself. Take a deep 

breath and reach out for help if you need to. Talk to a friend, a parent, a sibling, a teacher, or someone 

you trust. Or call a mental health hotline or chat rooms for your respective countries. 

To get out of your mind takes effort and time. Be patient with yourself. And you’re not alone. 

If you decide to stop reading, I urge you to skip to epilogue and read the last pages to the end. 

Thank you for choosing to spend your time on this story. 
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" Just a minute." 
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January 

January 4, 10:16 PM 

What the fuck does it mean to be an adult anyway? Completely disregard your feelings? Fuck no!  

I'm frustrated. I don't know what to do. No amount of food or masturbation can calm me down. I'm 

trying to write this paper for Monday but my mind just won't shut up. If I just swallow my feelings will 

I feel better or am I running away? What the fuck is wrong with me? Why am I bothered this much? I 

don't know what to do. I'm not myself. I'm a mess but I can't ask for help. Was it really that big of a 

deal? Why am I feeling this much? Come on, be normal! 

I just keep thinking, over and over, about what to say and how to say it. What should I share? How 

much should I share? Should I just stop saying anything at all? From now on, we'll just talk about silly 

shallow things and I'll never vent again. I knew they like to talk about people but I didn’t think they 

would talk about me.  

I am scared. I just want to run away and hide and leave and go away. I'm frustrated with myself. They 

shouldn’t have said anything. All this time, do they just feel sorry for me? Am I just useful in some 

way? I’m being unreasonable again. I know deep down that I never cared so this shouldn’t matter. Let 

them talk. I like being alone. You don’t care. You don’t care, do you?  

But what the fuck is wrong? I can't write. I can't even bullshit my way through this paper.  

Shut up, brain! Please, shut up. Stop this feeling, please. Just for tonight until I’m done with this paper, 

and then you can go crazy again. Just please, shut up.  

I feel sick right now, I think it's something I ate. I need to eat better. I want to be a better person, 

physically, mentally, emotionally, … spiritually better. Then, I'll have nothing to hide.  

January 5, 10:41 PM 

I've been cooking healthy food but my stomach feels sick. Am I overeating? Maybe. I've been eating 

shitty food too. Anyway, at least, I started my paper and I will finish it TONIGHT!!!  

But what the fuck is wrong with me? I've been eating so much today and the past few days. I'm hungry 

now. I’m scared. I’ve been so self-absorbed because it scares me.  

I could never talk or open up. Even when I talk, no one cares. It’s been this way for a long time but it 

feels like it’s way past the limit. It’s fucking stupid. I feel like I’m in a break down right now. I feel like 

something is shutting down. It’s like a wound is opened. I keep thinking about the past, childhood 

stories, every memory, every hurt that I’ve been suppressing. All the memories are everything about 
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me I tried to hide. It seems like it’s mostly hurt. Of course, there are happy memories too but I might 

have a talent for forgetting things.  

Because it’s weak. Emotion is weak. Just for a moment, please stop this. You have to finish your 

fucking paper and graduate.  

January 6, 02:00 AM 

Seriously, what the fuck is wrong? I can't stop myself from thinking, it keeps flowing. It's like I'm 

drowning in my emotion and I can't make sense of it. What the fuck is wrong? Stop. Write the paper. 

Fucking bullshit your way through it. Fucking write something and fix it later. Fuck.  

12:34 PM 

I can finish this if my brain will just stop thinking about stupid things.  

06:53 PM  

I keep coming up with revelations about myself and it can’t shut up again. Everything in the past, 

something just keeps analyzing it. All I’m looking forward to is cooking and eating food tomorrow. I 

have got to finish this paper tonight. 

January 7, 12:41 PM 

Everything is spilling out and I don't know what to do. You should be able to open up, at least to 

yourself. That's what I haven't been able to do. Always in need of some kind of validation. From who?  

I couldn't be honest with myself and admit that I made mistakes. I embarrassed myself over some 

emotional impulse. Everyone else does too but why mine aren’t allowed? I just want to be told, “ it’s 

okay,” or “ it wasn’t a mistake,” or “ it’s not a big deal.”  

Maybe I need some time alone. Maybe I need to move again. I have no idea where to go. I screwed up. 

I wasted a lot of money. I just want to die. I don’t want to feel this feeling anymore but I don’t know 

what to do.  

January 8, 02:19 PM  

Maybe I've been lying to myself, even as I write about my thoughts and feelings in this journal. Maybe 

I'm not the person I think I am. Maybe they're right. Maybe I'm shit. No, it's not wrong. I'll write more 

later. I'm hungry and I have got to figure something out.  

The deities are for people who don't have faith in themselves because that's the only time I pray. I 

wonder what it’s like to not need to pray. Is there anyone in this world who’s so strong or so lucky that 

they never have to pray?  
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January 11, 04:50 PM 

Everything feels real now, with real consequences. Life used to be predictable. What the fuck is wrong 

with me? Why am I not happy? How can I be happy? How to let this hurt go? How to make myself feel 

better? No real friends. No reliable friends. I feel like hurting someone, breaking something, being 

angry… I'm just upset. Fuck.  

January 13, 01:58 PM  

I don't think I really care about anyone or anything. Right now, I feel like I don’t. Sometimes it feels 

like a lie, having to smile all the time and acting like everything is okay or having to say, “ I’m fine” so 

not to ruin the light-hearted atmosphere. I can’t even be honest with people who showed me they 

understood. I’m just faking all the time.  

I don’t understand why I’m feeling angry again. I feel angry at the world, at everyone and everything. 

The same anger I felt as a kid that I thought I’ve managed to dissipate. It comes back at times, I guess 

this is one of them. I just want to hurt, even the ones I care about. I'm not afraid to be alone. Not really. 

Just give me paper and a pen. And books. Let me stay in my room all day. I need to buy something but 

I can't move… I should though.  

January 21, 01:17 AM 

I'm wasting my time writing this and sorting out my feelings instead of studying. I'll write more 

another time. Classes are shit. It's my fault though. I know I haven't studied enough. I have an exam 

tomorrow. I'm going to study right now. I need to make more effort. It's not enough.  
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February 

February 5, 03:21 PM  

I’ve been sick this week. I feel so alone. I helped a friend move two weeks ago and I finally moved to 

a new room last week. It’s bigger and nicer, and I have my own sink. My head is pounding but I’m still 

going to push it. I only have one class, two days a week, and group meetings with my supervisor this 

semester. It’s going to go by fast and I’m glad. I’m looking forward to moving on. Get a fucking job. 

Get money. Worth something.  

I don’t want to be here. This place is shit, the weather sucks, and people are distant. Should I go back 

home? Go somewhere new? I’ve been easily saying things and making decisions like that. I never like 

where I’m at. I finally realized… I’ve realized it for a while now, I’ve finally accepted it for myself at 

least. I feel myself fighting but I know I have to let go of this need to control. Or whatever… I lost track 

of my mind.  

Oh, yeah, what got me to sidetrack was that photo. I wanted to see reactions. I was worried that it 

looked bad, worried about what people think… but fuck it. I felt like doing it. I just want this semester 

to go fast so I can leave and start a new adventure… and start getting paid.  

My friend fell off their bike yesterday, face to the ground. It was scary. They sent a picture, a tooth 

broke off… OFFHH. It was bad. And father passed out at work today because of their allergy. See, 

these things bother me now. Not that it didn’t before but before, I was always able to put it aside if 

there’s nothing I can do.  

Now, everything is real. I mean… the amount of money I spent, the opportunities I missed, things I let 

go, it really bums me out. I made so many mistakes that I’ve suppressed or run away from. They’re all 

coming back and I’ve been so sad and depressed over it. 

I think… I never really dealt with anything appropriately so I keep going back to this feeling. I 

replaced them with different and better feelings for some time but when something bad happens, the 

bad memories come back. I have to deal with it again. I should just let it go and focus my energy 

elsewhere. I have to focus on other things.  

Pause. I have to poop.  

It pisses me off. They made me feel like I have to prove myself all the time. I have to prove that I’m 

worthy of a place. Fuck them. Fuck all that. I’m going to get something to eat. Fuck. I’m being so 

pathetic. Where the fuck are my friends? I don’t feel like I have any. People come and go too often. I 

don’t know where to fall back. My family is shit, they always make things worse with their negativity. 

And then I have no one. What home? Everyone is… fuck them, they’re all crap. People always need 

something from everyone. Even I do that. It feels wrong but that’s how the world works, I guess. 
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You're only worth something if you can give something. I’m feeling detached again. I’m trying not to 

make any connections. I’m afraid. I’m so afraid of rejection. I think I really need to talk to someone.  

February 5, 11:14 PM  

I was going to sleep early but I can't stop thinking again. I'm writing in the dark with my scented 

candles, I'm too lazy to get up to turn on the light. I've been feeling lonely. Actually, I don't think it's 

because I'm lonely. I think it's because I'm uncomfortable with facing the fact, which I have to do now, 

that I'm by myself and not around other people. I like being alone but it's uncomfortable, feeling like 

I'm not wanted.  

February 20, 11:59 PM  

I just… I don't know. I feel like I can't get out again. I’m feeling trapped. I'm sure it's mild depression 

and the cause is love. Not the romantic kind. I’m so tired of myself, of feeling this way but I can’t not 

feel it. I’m sucked into this hole of memories and everything I buried comes back and it hurts again. I 

won’t be able to sleep anyway. I can’t stop thinking and there’s so much to think about. I feel 

paralyzed. I’ll just sleep it off.  

February 23, 09:09 PM 

I thought writing will make me feel better but I have no idea what exactly I should write. I'm frustrated. 

I'm crying almost daily. It's fucking cold and I hate to be bothered. My housemates are fucking loud. 

Everyone is shit. I’m enslaved by ideals.  

My phone just rang. If it's my fucking housemate I'll seriously… go fuck off I don't want to hang out 

with you! I just want to be alone and be by myself and do things that make me happy like avoiding 

people and being alone. FUCK YOU! 

Fuck the world for making me feel guilty to be myself. Why the fuck do I have to feel guilty to do what 

makes me happy?? FUCK YOU! Whatever or whoever the fuck you are or this is FUCK YOU FUCK 

FUCK FUCK FUCKING SHIT FUCK FUCK YOU. 

February 25, 04:13 AM 

I fell asleep earlier and woke up about thirty minutes ago and thought too much and I couldn't go back 

to sleep. My housemate still has their laptop on, watching a movie. USE YOUR FUCKING 

EARPHONE! Our wall is thin and it’s fucking late. I wanted to be alone before starting my day since I 

couldn't sleep anyway. My pen is dying.   

I’m thinking about people again. I see everyone as one entity now. I don’t know what to call all of 

them. I never did feel comfortable around them. I don’t know why I tried. Yeah, it might be because I 

didn’t speak up enough. I know better now. What I’m afraid of by letting go is I’ll forget their 
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mistakes. I want to be away from everyone. I don’t want to remember my hurt and embarrassment. I 

just wish they know what they did was not okay. They've been hurt, I know… but being hurt doesn't 

give you the privilege to hurt others. I hope I'll always remember this.  

I want to forget but since I’m physically here, I have to keep reminding myself that I’ve cut ties. I was 

going to write something else but I forgot. Anyway, I still have to gather data for my paper. I have to 

set up meetings with people. Fun. Oh, I was going to write… which one is stronger? Is it strength if I 

forget the bad memories and act normally as if nothing bad ever happened? Or cut ties from everyone 

that reminds me of those memories and live alone, away from everyone? Cutting ties hurt, of course, it 

hurts hurting others.  

Sometimes I’m afraid that I might be dramatizing or overreacting. I’m afraid to hear someone say that 

so I’d rather just keep quiet and slowly remove myself from the world because I don’t think I’m 

overreacting at all. What I felt was what I felt. And if I talk to them again, I will come back to the same 

place. For this reason, I have to keep reminding myself that I left. Even if I’m lonely, even if I want to 

come back to feel something or for other reasons, I have to remember not to.  

I forgot to brush my teeth. I just yawned. I lost my train of thought. I feel a bit better and if I keep 

writing maybe I'll feel even better but I don't know what else to write. I just want to keep moving my 

pen. I cry almost daily and it's been hard to leave my room. I've been having suicidal thoughts and I 

wrote another suicide note. I saw this article on how to do it. I can get the tools and do it in my room. 

Yeah, it’s a scary thought… but I’m at this low point again where I feel like nothing I do will matter. 

Where I don’t even have any dreams and beliefs. I always try to hide it from others. I always have to 

have a goal or some kind of destination because no one wants a downer. Because no one wants to be 

around someone who seems like they need help.  

Pause. I need to poop.  

I have to write something important before I move on but I forgot what it is. It’s so much better if I 

separate myself from them. They hurt me. They did something that violates my principles so I have to 

do this to protect myself. If I don't do this, I'll never learn. It has to stop here. All this confusion about 

people. All this tolerance to bad behaviors. It has to stop here. 

Headache… I really should get some sleep. I'll write more tomorrow. I have a morning class and then 

I have to get groceries. I just want some snacks and water. I lost my train of thought again. I need sleep.   

February 26, 07:03 PM 

I'm so depressed I don't know what the fuck to do. I need help. HELP HELP HELP HELP HELP HELP 

HELP what can I do myself? WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG??? TELL ME WHAT’S WRONG SO I 

CAN FIX THIS!   
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March 

March 2, 11:48 AM 

Having no meaningful connection with anyone is driving me insane. Constantly thinking and being 

scared of my faults, being scared of living my life, of connecting with people. This fear is stupid. It's 

insane and it's driving me insane. I feel isolated. I need to move. I'm far away from everything. I 

thought I'll be happy locking myself in. This isn't independence. Then, what to do? What's the answer? 

All this time we weren't really friends. I keep over-thinking this issue but I don't want to pursue it 

anymore because it feels so silly. They’re only interested in the idea that we might work together in the 

future. Maybe I don’t give them enough credit but… And their family, they were nice and I know that 

I had to save up but I couldn’t accept their offer to stay with them. I don’t know if they have no family 

issues but their parents seemed, their house seemed… calm or at peace and they had a pretty good 

relationship with their parents. It was hard to stay. I moved because I felt uncomfortable in that 

environment and a little guilty. 

Fuck my housemates. They’re nice people, yeah. But I'm at that point again where I feel obligated to be 

polite. I miss being accepted as I am. I should always feel that way anyway. There’s been a lot of 

changes. All this isolation, upset, and anger is really because of that event. I don't know how to deal 

with it. I’ve been so emotional. I know I should face them in person but I’ve always kept my distance 

and it created a wall. I guess that’s why I’m struggling. Instead of fixing things I just want to run away. 

I know it's my problem. I'm scared. I'm defensive and protective of myself, I know. But now it’s 

getting ridiculous, mulling over a single event. I don't know what to do with myself. I wish I feel so 

messed up that I have the courage to kill myself. The world is crooked. What the fuck are you doing? 

Get out of your head and get moving!  

March 7, 08:35 PM  

Am I crazy? It feels like I am. I can make up reasons, give excuses for myself, why I do this or that. For 

some time or at some level, it makes sense. People are really complicated. I can’t understand myself. Is 

myself something to be understood? Like feelings? I can’t explain it. It can’t be seen or touched but it’s 

inside and it’s around. And it’s real. Is this the only thing I can understand about myself? Feelings, 

values, and morals that cause or related to this feeling are these different things?  

And love and relationships…complicated. Loneliness. Sense of self. Do we need to be with anyone? 

To procreate? Too many people already maybe we should just stop procreating and see what happens 

and die…and the world stops so many things to think about at some point in my life I thought I have 

answers. 
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I just kept thinking about my relationships. People shouldn't change unless they want to. Even if I end 

up being alone, it’s better than to be in forced relationships. I want to be able to be alone. I want my 

independence in thought, values, and principles. I’m scared? Scared to be known? I’m afraid to be 

responsible for being who I am.  

I’ve been reading this book. I rarely want to read fiction but I’m curious. I’m on the third part now and 

they’re finally doing something. They’re finally owning up to their emotion. The character is so 

upsetting, the kind of person that doesn't have a sense of social boundaries. Well…who sets up these 

things anyway? I’m lost. I was thinking about multiple things at once.  

I’m short on money, I spent it on those friends and food. I have a little more in my saving, I wanted to 

use it for something else but I’ll have to use it. I’ve been thinking about what to do after I graduate. I 

talked a lot with one of my housemates on our jogs ( two so far). Their job is interesting and somewhat 

in alignment with what I want. I’ve been helping them with it too. I’m not sure if I’m doing it to run 

away from what I actually want to do or not but I think the job will give me a sense of achievement so 

I’m seriously considering it. I know I want to earn money doing what I like. It’s not clear yet. I'm going 

to read and sleep early, and get up early tomorrow.  

March 10, 05:47 PM  

I don't know what's wrong. Since the new year, even a little bit before that, all I do is stare at nothing 

or… I don’t know. I can’t move. I’m stuck on something. Is it because I don’t have a clear plan for the 

future? I’m around shitty people? ( not all) I just can’t stop thinking. I know the problem. I’m tired of 

being around them.  

08:05 PM  

Maybe it's an identity crisis. I'm so confused with myself lately, so many changes and realization and I 

keep on reading on self-identity, psychology as if I'm trying to convince myself what I am. One of 

these days I'm going to go somewhere nice and quiet and just write everything, every thought, every 

feeling.  

March 29, 10:41 PM 

I've been really really depressed. A real depression, hard to get out of bed, and skipping classes. Next 

week is an exam and thesis meeting, and the week after is an interview with participants. It's silly. My 

thesis is flawed, that's what I keep thinking. I’m failing everything. I don't know. Currently, I'm just 

tired and I want to sleep. I didn't do anything productive in the last two days.  

Not really though.  

I've been making plans and everything so it was productive. I just didn't do anything for the thesis or 

exam. I feel angry. Hateful. I want to hurt myself. I want to hurt someone else. But I know I can't. I'm 
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in this weird state that I feel a lot about everything but at the same time, I'm calm… or forced to keep it 

in. I feel it but I can't do anything about it. Not even express it or let it out somehow. All there is is that 

heavy rock on the chest feeling. 

My housemates won't be home until May. I heard some noises just now. I checked it. I was rude to 

them. I’m an asshole… is what I’ve been thinking in this ‘leave me alone’ time. How much of an 

asshole I really am. I’m detached from my own family, from people, from the world.  

Every shitty thing I've been, every shitty thing I am. My relationship with food and how disgusting I 

am. I'm disgusting. I ate shitty disgusting food today. I'm disgusting. I'm an asshole. I'm a jerk. I'm just 

a worthless shit that's how I feel. And I'm still angry. It's weird, removing people that you thought was 

going to stay in your life for a long time. I feel like I have to though. It feels like the right thing to do 

right now.  

I’m realizing that life is life. What happens, how people react, how I react, what I feel, how people are. 

We're coexisting. They're not characters filling my life. It’s not dramatic. It’s not a movie, these aren’t 

scenes. People are living their lives. I still want to write but the blood vessel in my eyes popped, just a 

bit. And I’m really tired. I need to shut my eyes and start a better tomorrow. Live healthier, tomorrow. 

I need to go to that psychologist, hopefully sometime next week. We'll see how it goes. I want my life 

back, to live how I want to live and be the person I want to be.  
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APRIL  

April 1, 4:00-ish AM 

I didn't sleep at all. I can't sleep now. Maybe I drank too much tea. Or too nervous for tomorrow's 

exam. No, it’s not the latter. I’m thinking a lot about stuff. The exam is at nine, maybe I shouldn’t 

sleep. I didn’t study enough, I’ve been watching these shows instead. And I was worried about the 

thesis. I’ve been eating sprinkles from the pantry and feeling shitty about myself. I finally tried to get 

some help. I emailed the university’s psychologist. They replied but they said they don’t do intake until 

May and I broke down. I cried and got depressed. When you cry too much you arrive at a place where 

you don’t want to move because your face feels heavy. I stayed there for a while. I need help.  

I’ve been watching a lot more porn. I covered my mirrors. I feel ugly and disgusted at myself… at my 

disgusting fat imperfect body. How the fuck did I let that disgusting food in my body. Everything is 

disgusting now. Especially myself. Everyone is messed up everyone is fucked up. No one is perfect. 

There's no such thing as perfection. Someday when I die, if I kill myself or something, of co…. I feel 

sick right now. Physically. I want to and need sleep but fuck I know I won't fucking shit I have to get 

out and show my face. My disgusting face to the world tomorrow and have to remind myself to be 

happy so my face doesn't look disgusting and instead shows the happy face that everyone is used to. 

I'm ready to end it. I'm just angry. I want to hurt but I know I can't. I don't want to invest emotionally at 

all because even being angry means that I invest emotionally. To be angry is to start an argument to 

then negotiate peace to maintain the relationship. I'm just done. I don't care about maintaining 

anything, meaningless superficial relationships, as usual, is okay. No more emotional investment. 

They don't deserve it. They don't deserve the space in my fucking world… no one else. Fucking 

repressed family and depressed parents. It upsets me that they want to stay depressed. Leave me alone. 

If you want me to be happy leave me alone with my freedom. Everyone deserves freedom. I'm dizzy.  

April 2, 3:00-ish AM 

I can't sleep again. I didn't drink tea or anything. I ate a bunch of sprinkles. I did take a nap for four 

hours after class. I didn't go to my thesis meeting with the supervisor, I decided to just go with my 

instinct. Fuck rules and supervision. I'll do what I want, connect the dots, and finish my thesis. I've 

been watching too many porn and it worries me. I did it just now when I wasn't sleeping and my brain 

won't shut up. I should really stop or lessen it.  

I feel weird right now... lately. Weird in a good way, maybe. I feel… alive… truly living… not just 

existing. I want to elaborate more but I'm so tired and dizzy again. I'm just writing because I want to 

update stuff, like how bad my foot feels. I'm going to the doctor tomorrow. I hope it’s covered by 

insurance. I need to sleep. 
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Another thought came and passed… what the fuck was it… yeah, I've been lying too much it makes me 

sick. And I'm getting worried that I don't feel bad or wrong for the wrong things I've done. And I lied 

about my phone. I said that it’s not working. In reality, I turned it off on purpose. Fuck people. I don't 

want to know or care anymore. I just want to keep to myself while I figure out my life. It feels right and 

I feel like I need this. I'll deal with the consequence later. I'll make the right decision at the right time 

and at the time the decision needs to be made. For now, this is necessary. It calms me down and gives 

me a sense of comfort and control. We'll see how it goes.  

There’s another thing I want to write about. I think it’s a good one. I think I’m becoming that person I 

see from the distance who always seems like they have a life. Who seems like they are participants 

living their life, in their world. They made me feel bad before but I'm living my life now, standing up 

for myself and living my truth. Fuck it and fuck all. Who fucking deserves the fuck. I'm fucking tired 

and upset.  

I can't sleep. I'll try again. I need to sleep. I’m just thinking a lot about existence, about life and death. 

It’s a scary feeling to have at night. My thoughts at 3 in the morning. Whatever you get in life is 

whatever you want. You just have got to know what you want and the universe or whatever up there 

will give it to you. I'm tired of writing but I can't stop yet. I need to write it down. I'm fucking hungry. 

I’m so tired of writing because I write with so much pressure. I’m almost done. One more thought…
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MAY   

May 6, 01:25 PM 

I can't fucking talk to anyone. Writing doesn't even work anymore. That fucking psychologist, the 

receptionist gave me the fucking wrong time so I didn't make it. I haven't been eating right. I haven't 

eaten a full meal in a few days. I've been making myself throw up again and I've been smoking. I burnt 

my leg. I tried to use, I tried to measure if it can be used to, I wanted to know if it will hold my body 

weight. It couldn’t. I tried long enough to where it felt like my head was going to explode and it broke. 

I don't know what to do. I don't know how to cope. I don't even know my standards anymore. I really 

don't know. How the fuck am I so patient with this life? Fuck me. Breathe. Breathe. 

May 10, 11:00 AM 

I'm scared again. It's morning and I haven't eaten. I want to eat breakfast but I'm scared to go out and 

see my housemates. I don't mind seeing them one by one but there's a bunch of them. I thought that 

everyone will have their schedule and some are friendly but now it's just overwhelming. The real 

problem is, of course, me. I'm just scared to go down and use the microwave or the stove. I don't know 

what's wrong. I mean I don't really know why I'm like this right now. I should relax. Let's do it. Stay 

positive. Make friends or acquaintances and talk. Eat. Okay. So the better approach is, to be honest 

with these things. They are nice. I don't know. I'm just, I'm not sure what's wrong with me these days. 

Sometimes, most times... you don't know people and you're scared, and you get defensive. I want to 

learn. I'm feeling so overwhelmed. I'm not exactly sure what I should be doing. I mean… I feel so 

overwhelmed. There's a bunch of things I feel like I need to do but I'm not sure what they are. Mostly 

emotional problems. Why am I so scared though? I keep remembering how mean they were, talking 

about people all the time. I guess I can get that way too but it’s scary to think you’re being talked about.  

May 13, 02:07 AM 

My body is screaming. What is it craving? It’s eating my guts. My insides flow, out into the pit of shits. 

My heart is twitching, racing. Confining my thoughts. I define my body. But who are they? Acting as a 

judge. How do I stop? Stuck. Breathing damp air. Touching tongue and cavities. I wonder why I’m 

tasting fear. Its rotten stench and dried lips. Shivering in warmth. There, I hear it again. Even worse 

than before. Because they’re shaming my bones. My dirty hands and unworthy kisses. Can’t cover the 

puffy cheeks. Can’t cover the yellowing teeth. It’s draining my guts. It’s draining my soul. Is this pain 

I’m feeling? Embrace the destructive ways. I close my eyes and I give in. Will I be loved? Am I 

deserving? Can I be loved, please?  

May 14, 12:46 PM 



 15 

I keep telling myself to pick myself up but I can't. I should go out and buy groceries. What is this? Is it 

really just laziness? I keep thinking about doing this and that but I just.. I just don't do it. What the fuck 

is wrong ? I'm hungry. I have no food. I want to eat but I'm afraid to eat too much. I don't want to feel 

hunger so I can lose more weight. Maybe this time I should let myself go too far. Let go of the brakes, 

of the facade, the mask and just be real and far out as I possibly can… 

May 18, 03:13 AM 

It's been so hard to sleep. Since the new year, I haven't been sleeping well. It sucks. I've been planning 

to get up early but again and again, I kept sleeping late because my mind won't shut up and I end up 

waking up later than planned. I just hope I'll get my work done. I'm just tired of not sleeping right, not 

eating right, not exercising properly, smoking, burning my leg. I tried to kill myself. If I get a better 

tool, it will work. I keep writing the same stuff. The reason is obvious, I just don’t know how to solve 

it. Or I don’t want to face my feelings by avoiding any triggers. Fuck this. Fuck that. Fuck everyone.  
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JUNE 

June 10, 12:38 AM 

Big week. Thesis presentation. Some classmates stayed over for two nights. We drank and talked about 

our work. I'm tired. I'm still not sleeping well. Too many thoughts, plans, worries, emotions, feelings, 

doubts, everything. I'm feeling very overwhelmed. I'm tired of compromising who I am. It's tiring. And 

the thought of having to do more of that once I get out of this… I've been going to a psychologist. I'll 

write in a different journal about the sessions. The presentation was rough, I wasn't prepared at all. 

Everyone was so nice though. They even asked if I can speak to the new students. I said yes. So many 

feelings I'm refusing to feel. I think I need to write in the other journal now. I want to say fuck it. Why 

should I even bother being polite? I'm just glad the presentation is over. I didn't do as well as I wished 

but… I have to let it go… focus on tomorrow with the final project and the rest of the month with the 

thesis. I need to be productive but I'm going to sleep for now. I need to. Night.  

June 21, 01:47 AM 

I stopped going to the university's psychologist. I went to a session and another one. I didn't like it, they 

made me feel uncomfortable. I told them about how I was struggling to finish my paper and they 

scoffed. They even made a joke. They changed their behavior when I mentioned the throwing up. They 

recommended someone else because they said it wasn't their expertise. I went in May. It was free. I'll 

write down the dates later, I'm currently in bed and I don't want to get out of this blanket to get my 

planner.  

So with this new one, there were two therapists in the first session. One of them might be a student or 

new or something. I talked a lot. I explained everything that bothered me. I told them I couldn't focus, 

I couldn't sleep, I harmed myself, the throwing up, I couldn't use the term bulimia because I felt that it 

isn't bad enough to call it so, even though I think it is. I also mentioned the previous session. The 

younger therapist expressed some sympathy. The self-harming thing, I didn't tell them in detail but I 

showed them. The other attempt, I didn't tell them. My way of taking care of myself wasn't enough 

anymore. I need to improve my life and myself. I'm afraid to use the word change but I guess… I want 

to change my life. I want to live a full life and be my full self. Be enough, be content, and I guess I want 

to be happy too. 

So that was the first appointment. We also discussed the fee. The fee is slightly higher with insurance. 

I had to check but I think mine covers a few sessions. I felt good with them, it’s like they cared. They 

asked questions and tried to dig further. I felt uncomfortable too this time but it was different. I told 

them I'll email them about continuing and I decided to do it. 

When I came in, there was only the younger therapist. I don't remember much now but in my first 

appointment, I talked about my relationships and the food issue. I told them I couldn't sleep because I 
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was thinking and feeling so much. That I was tired of the same things and how uncomfortable I am 

with conversations ( it was on session two). the intense anger that I felt and how it was affecting me. I 

told them about how I keep everything to myself, that I didn't get angry when I was supposed to, that I 

don't show how I really feel and it all piled up (I'm so tired now). The therapist said, my bucket that I 

dump all my feelings too is now full. Maybe that's why I've been like this. I told them about my family 

and my siblings' issues. Their obsession with their weight and the other one's mental health issue. We 

didn't get to my parents.  

I want to move on to session two while it's still fresh. I'm getting tired. I told them I felt weird coming 

in. They asked me about my backpack. I always kept it on my lap. It's for safety (after we talked about 

it). In that session we talked about anger again. Father's bad temper. Everyone's bad temper. Why I 

hold my anger and don't want to lose control if I get upset or angry. It's because I don't want to be like 

them. I'm so tired now. I'm going to sleep and write more when I can. Good night.  

June 27, 05:27 PM 

I know. I'm a jerk. Anyway, session three. I don't remember much now… could be the wine. Maybe 

I've gone to four sessions. My room is so hot so I'm sitting outside. I'm going to smoke some more and 

listen to some songs.  

June 30, 01:34 AM 

Suddenly, I feel hurt, really hurt. I'm starting to realize my own feelings. I've always known it's there. 

I'm afraid to sleep. I just keep thinking about stuff again. I can't sleep again. I don't know what to do. I 

guess I don't allow myself to feel. I wish I have someone to talk to. 
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JULY 

July 1, 12:47 AM 

I have a dinner date with a friend. I hate sleeping or being sleepy. I hate it so much. I'm just so tired of 

the thoughts… talking to myself instead of a friend or a lover… I'm just really tired. I need to finish my 

thesis. I will fucking finish my fucking thesis. FINISH YOUR FUCKING THESIS. YOU FUCKING 

PIECE OF WORTHLESS SHIT! I don't recognize myself in the mirror. I'm so tired. FUCK!  

July 2, 1:27 AM 

I'm writing in the dark. My housemates are fucking noisy but somehow, this song they're playing, suits 

how I feel.  

10:16 PM 

I'm listening to music and smoking on the balcony. I can see the person across this building through 

their window. My friend talked about it when they stayed over. I'm imagining stories again. The 

therapist is on break. I need to see them again. I have to wait until they are back. I spent too much 

money on junk food again. And alcohol.  

If I'm being honest, it sucks. It really sucks. Cutting people out like this, it hurts.  

Writing this, I keep thinking I don't know what's wrong. There's this thing that doesn't let me feel what 

I really feel. It won't let me feel. Like a locked door or a locked box. I don't know what's in there but I 

know it can solve my issue. At the same time, if it's opened, I think I'm going to break. Oh, they're 

ironing now. I should try not to peek. 

I'm getting flashes of memories again. There are many things I don't remember about my past. I don't 

know why. Maybe I wrote them all in my journal but I have no interest in looking back. Writing is my 

therapy. I'm running out of things to say but I still want to write. My teeth. My poor teeth… poor poor 

teeth. I'm so tired and I want to sleep. I'm going to smoke some more. 

July 4, 09:57 PM 

I'm feeling tired and overwhelmed. I'm really tired because I was talking to myself ( thinking out loud). 

Maybe because I ate too much too. The fucking internet isn't working. I could write my thesis but my 

brain is so tired. I'm frustrated. I can't stop thinking again. I'm realizing more and more that I can't keep 

ignoring/avoiding/running away from my feelings. The only thing I want to do to make myself feel 

better is to explain myself. But… what's the point? What's the point? Dig.. keep digging… Maybe I'm 

just bored. I know that if I don't talk to anyone, it will feel like the world is not moving. Maybe that's 

what it's really about. I'm tired. I want to sleep and I have got to work again tomorrow. Night.  
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I think… I actually feel really sad. I feel angry at myself and I feel very sad that people leave. That I 

have to let go of people and that I'm meaningless to all those people. But I know I leave too. This 

intimacy, this closeness usually ends. I'm sad but it's pointless to be sad because that's just the way it is.  

July 6, 09:44 PM 

The internet is making me lose my mind. It’s still shit but at least I got to watch porn yesterday and 

today. I've been eating shit food. And I’m running low on money too because of some stupid shit. I 

need to get money back from insurance for the psychologist. I’m feeling lonely and alone, to be honest. 

I just want to share. Not to say too much but I'm kinda tired of being alone.  

I have to finish this thesis and apply for jobs and being active in life. I'm supposed to talk to my best 

friend but they disappeared again. If there's nothing outside, there's something inside. Or create 

something, anything to keep it moving. Excited for what's next. Always. Always concerns with what's 

next, what then. I don't really have anything to write right now. I'll come back later. I just want to talk 

to someone. At this moment….as soon as I finish writing here…what I want….actually, I need to get 

back to writing my thesis.  

July 7, 07:45 PM 

Empty. Empty. Empty. Empty. Empty. Void. Desperate for intimacy, for connection, for something, 

for some feeling…cigarette. Fuck people. This is how I feel. This is how I choose to express it. People 

make me mad. They're so lifeless and empty and I'm filing my void my way. Fuck you. Smoking again, 

on my balcony, with some music, missing wine, or some alcohol. I have nothing to drink with the 

liquor but I’m saving that one anyway. I feel so lonely. 

My leg is asleep. Maybe I'll get a workout in tonight. At least the internet is back on. My fantasy, I have 

to wake up to reality and get a job. I'm feeling disgusted at myself right now. I know it will be fine but 

I'm so sick of being so alone. Everyone feels so worthless… maybe there's something wrong with me. 

The people I care about are not here when I need them, the ones who understand. But what's the point 

anyways? I can't always be there for them too so it's fair, right? So why am I so angry and hurt? 

All this time I've just been forcing myself to be someone I'm not. I'm so sick of everyone in my life. No 

exception. Everyone is so imperfect and shitty. I feel like I can understand why people hurt other 

people. That's how I feel. Fuck music too, there's nothing new and everything feels so pointless. Porn 

again, the only thing close to intimacy that I can get. I can only look. Everything is so pointless and 

everyone leaves or forced to stay. I'm just really angry, I just end up really angry. I hate my parents so 

much they need to deal with their shit so I don't have to think about them anymore. I'm so angry. I can't 

tell anyone anything, having to keep everything to myself. And I’m just so tired because, after all these 

feelings and realization, I’d still rather be alone and dishonest about how I feel. I have to be ‘strong’ 

because it feels the safest. Fuck everyone. Fuck all this porn watching. Trying to be strong on my own. 

I'm setting myself up for a lonely life. 
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Pause. 

I can't keep doing this. You have to come back to who you are, the one that everyone likes. Please. The 

happy you, you have got to be happy again. I can't keep running away. It makes you sick. I have many 

friends. I should take care of the ones that I have that are good for me. I'm so afraid these days. Who am 

I, that is not me? This is not me. 

Breathe breathe breathe out… hearing the sound of life through my door. I really should take some 

time for myself. I will do it this weekend. I need it, regardless of how my thesis is. Just relax. Take it 

easy. 

July 12, 08:57 AM 

My eyes are so tired of looking at the computer screen. I want to take a break but I feel like I need to 

work. I have to finish it as soon as I can. Okay. I'm going to get up and start my day. I really should get 

up and start the day. Clean everything, buy something to eat, and other stuff. Okay. I'll get up.  

July 13, 01:10 AM 

I suddenly got really nervous. I was trying to sleep. So many thoughts and worries. I don't want to be 

like Father and I don't want to be like Mother. They are so afraid all the time. But I am scared. I'm so 

scared of everything right now. Mostly, I'm scared of people's opinions of me. I'm always aware of this 

one but I'm not sure. I guess this time I'm afraid of the future. My parents give me this one. They don't 

even realize it.  

My account is running low because of those therapy sessions. It's covered so I will get it back. My 

relationship with food is really what's causing my money deficit. I can't help comforting myself with 

food.  

I keep thinking about my parents and siblings. Every time I think about my family I get depressed. 

They make me sad. I hate them. I hate them for not understanding me, and I hate them for not being 

able to take care of themselves. They're hurting themselves and hurting me. That fake happy 

appearance they put on. I don't want to be like them. I'm not sure anymore, maybe it's just me. Maybe 

I just have a gloomy glasses on whenever I'm around them, when I talk to them, even on the phone. 

They tried so hard to sound happy but they don't. I don't want to pretend. I want to stay away from 

them. I need to work hard and get a high grade on this thesis. I'm really nervous about it. I'm really tired 

and sleepy but it's really hot. I'll sleep. 

July 17, 11:13 PM 

I went to a psychologist in the afternoon today. I felt really tired after the session. We talked about 

something big today. I told them about my suicidal thoughts and my attempt, and the letter I wrote in 

case I succeeded (it mostly says 'I'm sorry') (I'm feeling depressed now and want to do it again… it's 
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within my reach but I should hang on). I told them about how every time I leave my room, I left it in a 

way so that it will be easy to discard all my stuff in case I don't come back. I just remembered I have to 

separate the trash.  

We talked about it, my stuff. It contains every hurt, pain, and anger and frustration, and every negative 

feeling, and every negative behavior I have that causes me to have suicidal thoughts, to want to kill 

myself. Death is freedom, the choice to take your life is freedom. That's my view on that. I'm going to 

do my best in living my life until the next session. Thinking a lot again just now.  

When I came back I bought shitty foods and I ate a lot of snacks, now I feel disgusted. I'm so tired and 

I just want to sleep. I'm going to read. Something else happened at the session, as I was telling the 

suicide stuff, and something else I don't remember, I felt my ears closing in. I don't know, it just felt 

weird, like I was about to faint… I didn't. Maybe it wasn't a big thing. Anyway, I'm going to continue 

tomorrow, maybe. After this session, they said thank you for sharing. I said thank you for listening, it 

felt sincere and I genuinely felt grateful that someone was willing to listen to how I felt.  

July 21, 12:52 PM 

That time in the psychologist's, when I was being completely honest about my attempt, I felt like the 

world was closing in on me. I guess that's what that feeling was like your eyes and head are pushed in 

or sucked in inside yourself. I'm working on my thesis while watching some shows. I'll write more 

about shits later.  

July 23, 12:42 PM 

I like the smell of smoke. I like that smoking gives me a reason to be alone and to stay outside. Maybe 

someday I'll learn to feel comfortable being alone. To wander outside without a care at all of what 

people think of me, just feel and just be. You are you. The fullest you can be without anyone else in 

your way. Right now, I can’t even walk around without thinking strangers are judging me. Oh, and the 

thing about the therapist, they yawned. I felt hurt but I told them it was okay because it was a very 

sunny day.  

July 28, 08:43 AM 

Alone and lonely again. All I have is that neighbor across the street who's currently sitting on the sofa 

by themselves. I wanted to smoke but they're near the window and I don't want to be seen. I've done so 

many stupid things, maybe they saw it. I like… to just look up to the sky. It's comforting. It reminds me 

of elementary school. The big soccer field behind the school. Some of us didn’t want to play so we just 

lay on the grass and took a nap. I used to like looking up to the sky. It felt like we were trapped in a 

giant snow globe. It felt huge and I was in awe. I felt like I was a really tiny thing. I just want to lay on 

the ground and look up to the sky like that again. I want to feel like I’m a tiny thing in a giant snow 

globe.  
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I don't know what I need. I don't know at all. All I know is that I don't care and everything feels so 

pointless like I'm just going to fail at everything and be miserable like my parents. They can't even 

keep up with their fake happiness. I hate them so much. I have got to let this negativity go so I can 

come back to my happy optimistic self. I feel like I need to tell someone about the psychologist. 

There's no one to tell though, no one cares. This makes me even sicker of myself. This is not good. It’s 

not right and I need to get over it. Fuck that psychologist, they have to help me.  
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AUGUST 

August 3, 01:20 AM 

Things I'm proud of since the last session…. I think I just realized that I've been feeling like a complete 

failure because of that job I got fired from a couple of years ago. Let me clarify, the job wasn’t worth it. 

They gave me work that was below my education and qualification. What was the point but to enforce 

seniority and bullying? There’s always these sad stories about bullying but they enforce and 

encourages the same behavior. I can't say anything back or I'll lose the opportunity to get paid. Fucking 

greed. How much did you take for yourself? Anyway, my colleague can back me up that it wasn’t my 

fault. I think I wrote about this before at the time so I'm not going to write more.   

Back to my appointment. I need to sleep so I'm not going to write about the session right now but they 

told me to write things I'm proud of about myself. One to three things a day. Poor therapist. They 

probably don't know what to do with me because my problems are too trivial. They seemed a little 

inexperienced and not very good but they’re nice and positive. Back to this proud list. It's going to be 

small and stupid. This one is hard. I don't know, I'm so tired. I'll write some anyway. I'm too tired. I'm 

going to sleep.  

August 5, 11:47 PM 

It's difficult to talk, to say what's on my mind. Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck. Nothing. Father 

taught me emotion is weak. Mother taught me it's not okay to be weak. Fuck fuck. They don't know so 

they don't understand. I don't tell them so they don't know…and to stay strong I keep my mouth shut. 

Fuck… they don't fucking know..fuck fuck fuck.  

August 9, 04:14 PM 

I feel like a kid throwing tantrums and fits. It's all in my head but the feeling's the same. I'm lonely, 

that's all. Fuck.  

August 9 or 10 10:01 PM 

I was crying. I was scared. I am scared. I don't have anyone else I can talk to right now. I wanted to 

confide but I don't want to risk getting close. I've said too much to too many people again and I want 

that feeling gone. I want to run away again, the best answer for anything and everything. For me and 

everyone. I want to disappear. I should. Maybe it's time. I also want that job though. I have to get a high 

mark on this thesis. This is why I'm so nervous and anxious. I need to be… outstanding here. This is a 

good feeling because I haven't had this feeling in a while, having a goal. I know it's hard right now and 

you feel so alone and you just want to give up and you're scared, worried, nervous, and you think 

you've made mistakes. It's okay. You will get through it and you will get the grades you need. 
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August 16, 04:16 AM 

I couldn't sleep. I’m tired of this. I’m avoiding everyone and all the good things. I missed out on friends 

and opportunities. I was rude to everyone. This is not the kind of person I want to be, this is not who I 

am, this does not make me happy. I don't know what's happening. I want to apologize to everyone I feel 

I've wronged. I'm tired of being scared of connection and acceptance. I'm not happy this way, I don't 

want this. 

We talked about this in my last session, happiness. That it's on the same coin of disappointment and 

that's what I've been afraid of. Being scared of disappointment costs me my happiness. And I've lost 

too much. I keep doing the same thing that makes me unhappy. I need my courage back. I, at least, 

need to be honest and see what happens. I can't rely on assumptions and speculations like what I've 

been doing. I need to see the facts. I need to get over myself. I was rude. 

EVERYONE DESERVES RESPECT AND TO BE TREATED AS HUMAN BEINGS WITH 

FEELINGS AND EMOTION. EVERYONE DESERVES TO BE LOVED. EVERYONE 

DESERVES TO BE TREATED KINDLY, RESPECTFULLY, ATTENTIVELY. IT DOESN'T 

MATTER HOW MUCH YOU'VE BEEN HURT. BEING HURT DOESN'T GIVE YOU THE 

PRIVILEGE TO HURT OTHERS. Remember this. But I also have to remember to find balance, to 

take care of myself when I need to. YOU'RE OKAY AND YOU'RE FINE. But this is too much 

pressure.  

August 24, 08:48 PM 

I finally submitted my thesis. I'm nervous. I cited everything properly, my bibliography might be a bit 

messed up. I did my best in conclusion. I did my best, I really did. All I can do left is pray. Yeah, I 

prayed. I just want to pass. And I want everything to go well. I just have to relax now. It's not like I can 

do anything else. I did my best, I submitted it. I'm missing people. I didn't like myself with them. I 

wasn't being myself at all. It just had to stop. It hurts a lot but that pathetic shit stops here. I'm so tired. 

I didn't sleep last night and the night before, I'm just so tired. I'm going to sleep now. I'm going to read 

and then sleep. The world is good. Whatever happens, it is good. 
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SEPTEMBER 

September 6, 12:25 PM 

I'm at a public library. I've graduated and I've moved. I'm sitting in front of a big window facing the 

street. I like this spot, it's quiet, I'm alone, and I can see the sky. I'm good. I wonder if people think it's 

weird. I want to care less. There are so many kids, I hope it's just today. Money is running low. I don't 

have a job yet because I haven't been looking. Well… I have, I just didn't apply. I will get out of the 

'bubble' now, I thought. It's so calm right now. So calm and still, just what I need. I just really need this 

calmness and aloneness for a moment. I turned off my phone. It's perfect weather too. I'm somewhat 

hungry but I feel fine. I feel okay.  

Last month, I went to graduation and went for a drink with everyone. I'm too lazy to write about it. I 

didn't get the grade I wanted. I expected higher. My professor tried to comfort me, they said it was 

supposed to be higher but the other professor didn't want to give a higher grade. I wasn't happy. I tried 

to hide it but I think it showed. I guess I can't apply for that thing now. It's kind of strange though, isn't 

it? The grading? You said it could be higher but it wasn't? Over time professors develop a range, I 

guess, and at the time it came to mine they just didn't feel like giving more points? It feels like a five… 

it feels like a seven… it feels like a four…? 

I just want silence. I can't escape all these kids, the other places are full of people too. I'll bring my 

laptop next time. I can listen to music and work on my stuff. Today, I just want to be alone. 

Moving day was rough. I had two big suitcases and a couple of small ones. I had to do two trips 

because I had to do it alone. I kept being bothered by my housemates while I was packing. I had to let 

them in to show the room to a new tenant. I got to my new place with all my stuff in the evening. My 

new housemate is nice. The place is small, really small but it's cozy and it has everything I need.  

Plates, cleaning stuff, I didn't need to buy much. They have a pet, it's cute. They work at night and goes 

to their parents’ house on weekends so I often have the place to myself. It's great. So far that's it. The 

house is good, the area is great, the price is affordable, I'm really low on money this month. I got some 

back from the insurance but I have to find a job soon. I want to make new friends here. I haven't 

socialized and I haven't been feeling like myself again. I want to get out and start my life.  

September 11, 04:25 AM 

I had a weird dream. Or more like a weird feeling after a dream. I watched this movie before I slept. I 

love the director. I hated the ending. I'm too lazy to write more. The ending of this movie makes me 

want to go back to therapy. It was so unsettling because I wish they didn't do that. I wish they showed 

kindness instead. They seemed confused but… they were lonely and couldn't relate. 
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There's comfort when we can relate to people, at least that's how I feel. I'm more and more alone but 

I'm feeling more and more okay. Because I still communicate with some people and I watch movies, 

listen to music, read, enjoy art. This is a form of connection, right? There are thoughts and desires in 

these things. I mean, I’m enjoying a movie and someone else is enjoying the same movie. Or some 

people desiring the same things from these stories or agreeing with what someone else is expressing. 

Even if the lines are cliche or avant-garde or really really out there, people feel something from it. This 

is it, right? It’s a little sad though, that people are more comfortable relating to lines said by fictional 

characters or in fantastical situations. Even though someone created it. If you say it in real life, you’re 

strange. Okay, not all the time. Anyway, not forcing or shaping or morphing myself to be liked by 

pretending through expression is nice. Because I’m here alone. I'm so sleepy and hungry. Maybe I 

should end this here now, I'm feeling better. 

I want to mention my other dream a bit. I was in a pool where you follow along with the current with 

everybody else. We past through a jungle or the whole thing was in a jungle but I don’t think so. There 

were people, some regular people, and giants living together. I saw some old friends with their 

suitcases and formal work clothes. It was weird, they were walking side by side with their bosses under 

the sun on the beach and underwater. I passed them two times, downside up and upside down. It was 

funny. They waved with a big smile on their faces. It might be a metaphor for… I’m not sure. I wanted 

to say something about the corporate world but they had a big smile on their faces and they seemed 

happy.  

There were children too, they were swimming with me. I think it’s because of the movie. I was 

swimming along with the current but once in a while, I went to the wrong lane. There was a separate 

lane for children on the side of the pool. They were preparing for a race or something. Once in a while, 

I got caught up in there. And once in a while, the water disappeared and I was just walking and I ended 

up in a garage or a shed or something. I keep getting out of the current. It was a different path. When 

the water disappeared, the current disappeared too. I was just walking, I wasn't forced. 

I'm too tired to discuss that movie so I'm just going to let it be and end this part here to sleep. 

Goodnight. That movie was so heavy… I need to lighten up.  

September 14, 06:26 PM 

Based on previous experiences, I might regret leaving this opportunity. I need to really think about this 

decision. I don't have enough money left. I have enough to stay for a short time while I look for a job or 

go home to my parents' house. There, I can save up while I look for opportunities that suit my interest. 

I hate being honest with them. I hate needing them for anything and I get angry and sad thinking about 

talking to them. My head itches from thinking too much. Asking for money is definitely not an option. 

I can do some work while I'm there and help around the house.  
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I can't accept my sibling's offer too. They offered to pay for my stay while I look for work. Now, this is 

a dilemma because I don't want to owe them anything. They never give anything without expecting 

something in return. And if I'm borrowing, they'll use it to control me in some way. I know it. How can 

I make decisions for my life if I feel forced? I know I’ll feel so much pressure if I accept anything from 

them so I just can’t.  

From parents, I believe I deserve it. I never chose to be born, no children do. It's not accidental birth, 

they chose to bring another human being into this world so they should have prepared themselves to 

support another full human being. I'm not mindlessly throwing their money around, I just need a little 

help right now. What did they expect? How do you give birth to another human being into this world 

expecting life will be good all the time when you yourself are unhappy with your life? I didn’t choose 

this life but I’m somehow expected to pay them back? Did you bring a child into this world so you can 

demand things from them? They were children too, why don't they learn from their own experience? 

Make things better for the next generation instead of all this pressure to please them. 

I'm so sleepy. I'm going to sleep. I'll wake up early and deal with it with a clearer head. I will probably 

think about this in my effort to sleep. Goodnight.  

September 20, 11:12 PM 

There are a lot of things I want to express but I don't think any writing can express it. I can only scream 

it or get angry to be able to express it. I don't hate money. I just don't want to work for it. It's not fair 

that I say that but it's true. Look, I just don't want to work in something I don't like. And why should I? 

Why can't I do what I like? There's just a lot in my mind right now. I feel so little, so worthless. I don't 

want to feel this way. I want to have a job that I love and want to have someone I can constantly hang 

out with. Or…fall in love? And peace and quiet that's what I really want. Peace, quiet, and love.  
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OCTOBER 

October 10, 02:29 AM 

I can't sleep again. I'm so tired. There are so many things going on inside. Outside, I'm a lazy bum on 

the internet making up excuses so I don't have to work.  

I just want to spend my days doing things I’m passionate about instead of slaving away for someone 

else and being treated like I'm a robot. Or if I can't do what I like at least treat me like a human being. 

Raking money for someone else, only being given breadcrumbs and being treated like I never get sick 

or never need a break. I want to feel like I'm worth something. That I'm not wasting my talents and 

skills, whatever that is. Maybe something where I can help people too. I found something I'm 

interested in. I'm just nervous right now, scared of getting my hopes up for nothing. Why can't I just 

explore a little bit?  

But I don't have money right now. And if you don't have money you have to take whatever the devil 

hands you. Okay, it's not that bad. But… it is, isn't it? I feel like I'm beginning to realize my potential 

here. I just need more time. And I need to take care of my body too. I've been neglecting it. But I have 

to spend my time on this shit instead. It's depressing. I want to sleep.  

Self-validation... what does that feel like? That proverb about a tree falling in the forest... How can you 

feel valuable when no one values you? 

If I don't contribute anything and I feel satisfied with myself, what is it worth in a world where others 

exist? Where your life intertwined with others? How can it have value when no one thinks it's 

valuable? How can you think you're valuable when your value exists only when you are valued? So 

you have to work and work and work and contribute and generate for your life to worth anything. Is it 

wrong to want to just be? Is that not enough? Human life is precious but if I don't do anything do I have 

value?  
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NOVEMBER 

November 8, 11:36 PM 

My last journal ran out. I haven't gotten the chance to buy a new one so I'll write in this notebook 

instead. I'm not sure what to say. I'm playing these online games. I downloaded an app to talk to 

people. Nothing happened, I didn't talk to anyone. I don't think I'm worth enough because I'm 

unemployed. I'm a bum again. Thing is, I don't feel bad about it. It happened a few times, lasting about 

three to six months. I think it's my downtime. I just need a long time to recuperate. People don't get 

this. I only needed a second. They kept pressuring me to move… so I have got to take more and more 

time. I'm dizzy. My eyes are tired and hurting. I haven't been taking care of my body in addition to my 

depression.  

There are three people in the house now. The new one is as quiet as my housemate so no problem. They 

both work on most days anyway. I'm alone at home. Great. No problem at all. I just wish I can find 

something to do soon to make money. I don't want to go back to my parents' house. I do feel that I can 

deal with them temporarily until I can leave them again. I hate that I can't use the mask I was able to use 

to interact with people before. I feel exposed. I let myself be seen that way when it turned out that they 

didn't care. But I guess I'm concern that I might lose my temper and I'll get even more seen or 

misunderstood.  

It has been really dark these days. I don't want to write about it. Just creepy scary thoughts playing in 

my head. I need to get out of this cycle and fix everything that needs fixing. I really don't care about 

myself. All I can think of is it hurts and I want to hurt myself. Or sometimes when it's really bad I think 

I should… But I feel like I have to stay longer, I need to hold on a bit more. I'm really sad and I’m in 

pain. It's been a while, I was able to push it aside for a while but now it's back. It’s not necessarily 

worse than before, it's just longer and more painful because I have to deal with people as well. I feel 

trap again because there are these expectations again. Fuck people. 

Fucking parents who don't know or understand shit. I've accepted that it can't change. I just don't know 

how to deal with them yet. Will things ever change? Or do I just have to endure every time we interact? 

Too many times, too many answers disappointed me. I get really sad thinking about it. I don't really 

hate them. I don't know, maybe I do. Love towards your parents isn't a choice. I just have to because I 

lived with them for a while. I'm detached from everyone. That's the way I like it. But with this, time 

stops. I need to remove whatever this mental block is. I've been running away from everything, just 

playing these games, watching shows, and avoiding people. I'm not really running away. I realize that 

I'm just recharging.  

People don't get this. And because they don't, I have to put up a wall to defend myself. And then I get 

depressed and mix it with everything else, I fall into a cycle. Sleeping late, not eating right, playing 
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games, uncontrollable scary thoughts in my head, I know I have to get out of this. I don't know how. 

I've been happy so I know this isn't right. I'm closed off. I was happy when I was open. I've always 

needed this time but I was happy being with others too, being honest, being involved. I'm not sure how 

to fix it. But I have nothing to lose, I've embarrassed myself too much already and if it goes wrong then 

I'll just go away. But I think I need this. I have enough of this feeling sorry shit. I'll continue tomorrow. 

I'm going to play and then sleep. It's 4 AM now or something like that. 

November 9 

Debating if I should just sleep or. I'm feeling overwhelmed. I feel like there's too much to do. Maybe I 

should sleep and get up early. I don't know what I need exactly. I guess I just have to keep moving, 

however small the act is.  

November 10, 11:20 PM 

I'm slowly ( hopefully surely) coming back to life. An old friend messaged me. I was so cold to them. 

I'm cold to everyone right now. My heart is blocked. I've been feeling too much. I'm feeling too much 

and I needed to block it. They were helpful before. We talked a lot. I often expressed too much without 

meaning to. I often lie, pretend, or exaggerate the good feeling when I don't actually feel that much. It 

leads to problems sometimes but no one likes a downer.  

There's so much to write. Writing gets tiring now. Maybe I should start a voice recording journal but 

my paranoia… I was scared when my sibling said someone was listening in on them and that they were 

being followed. I acted as logically as possible and tried to help them but it scared me too. I’m not 

going to write more about it, it took too much out of me.  

I feel really alone lately. I'm not lonely. I think lonely means that I want to be with someone. I just feel 

like there are no other people in my life… and I like it. No family, no friends, no expectations. People 

come and go. Slowly, I feel like I'm getting my freedom. Financially, not yet. If I can work without 

interacting with people, I'll be happy. This isn't forever, of course. I just need some silence right now. I 

just need some space. I want to roam free and wander safely like a lost soul. Unless the need never gets 

filled.  

I'm tired. My eyes are tired. I played games to avoid having to deal with my housemates. I pretend I'm 

working. At least I can stay in my room and I'm not going to apologize for being anti-social because it's 

my room. I paid for it. And this is my current feeling. I'm tired, I want to sleep. I could write about my 

frustration with this job search and how the thought of people bad-mouthing is still in my head. I know 

it's just a feeling and not necessarily the truth but I really hate them. I really have to sleep. I'll keep this 

on my side in case I want to write again. 

I've been sleeping with my comfort pillow sheet. It really helps. I've been sleeping well with it. It's 

comforting, it's like an old friend who has always been there for me. When I was younger I remember 
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I really appreciated life. I appreciated everything, even dead objects. I feel that way with the 

pillowcase. Maybe I attached comfort there, like memories of my old room. My comfort. I suddenly 

feel my heartache, like I suddenly opened up and got honest and real and my feelings started to knock 

back to get out of the cage I kept it in. I just want to sleep through it. I just want to sleep in comfort.  

November 12, 10:14 PM 

I didn't know where to start, I emailed my family and told them I was going back temporarily.  

November 14 03:00 AM-ish 

This is why I stop watching or reading fiction. I get sucked in. I can't seem to find balance and I'm 

easily sucked in. I lose reality. But I'm locking myself in and getting sucked into a different world. I 

hate this. It’s like sweet poison, a bad thing wrapped in something good. I mentioned to my friend that 

I feel like an alien looking for a home. That's how I always feel. I remember wishing that I was in those 

fictional worlds. The feeling was so strong that I felt like I was lied to. The real world is deception. I 

have to appear like I don't get sucked in but the truth is I've been being defensive and putting on a 

mask. I keep having to lie about how those fictional worlds really move me.  

Father said they got some money and are going to send it. I hate them. Sure, I'm relieved but I also hate 

them. I hate them for thinking their help will make me happy. They're helpful but I hate them because 

they put importance in material support over emotional understanding.  

I've been sleeping and waking up late because I don't want to deal with my housemates. The day and 

late-night time are my peaceful times. At least, I feel like I'm alone. Too many changes. I want control. 

This is too much. The energy or whatever it is I'm dealing with is spilling out of its locked container. 

It's overflowing. I'm too scared to sleep but I guess I have to. I'm just really scared. I'll never admit it 

but I'm always scared. I'm going to sleep now.  

November 18, 02:50 AM 

I’m in this cycle again. What did I keep doing that I end up in this feeling again? How many more 

times do I need to be wrong to do the right thing? Maybe I'm doubting because I feel like I'm missing 

out. I lost a lot of years feeling bad about myself and letting everyone make me feel bad about myself 

that I quit a lot of things I wanted to do. What I hate is that I know these bad feelings are temporary and 

then when I get out of it I'll hate myself for feeling it. Or embarrassed for having those feelings. I want 

my happy back. I can't sleep. Nothing works this time. I hate being in this state. I'm not happy like this. 

November 20 01:20 - 01:30 AM 

I went to university to get my diploma. I saw my old housemate there. We hung out and talked about 

work. I got there around three or four. We talked at a cafe nearby and ate at a food stall. They 
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accompanied me shopping, I needed new shoes. I met up with another friend after. I waited a bit 

because they had work. 

I felt like I couldn't breathe properly today. It was so sudden. I'm not sure how to explain it but now my 

whole body just feels weak. It's a fucking crowded house. Another housemate is coming in. I can't do 

this. Is this anxiety? I have to leave now. Am I getting scared about going back? I want to cut off ties 

but it's not possible. What the fuck is this feeling? I just feel like it's hard to breathe.  

I'm not ready to go back home. It is a mistake. I fucking hate it there. The thought of going back home 

is close to unbearable. I really do feel like I'd rather kill myself than face my family. I dislike them that 

much. It hurts knowing them. It hurts to just think of them. Fuck parents who carelessly give birth in a 

world that they take part destructing. Fuck selfish parents. I just hate them. I'm pissed. Maybe I'll sleep. 

Maybe I'll eat ice cream tomorrow. Maybe I'll feel better tomorrow. I don't know. I just don't want to 

feel this anymore and death would be fine to get this feeling to stop. Maybe this feeling is hate and 

anger towards my family. I have to take care of myself like I always do because they couldn't. I'm 

going to sleep now. I feel a bit better.  

04:00 ish AM 

Whispering rumors while they collect souls and sell it back. Demand we give our lives for their cause, 

for penthouses and big empty houses while ignoring the workforce. Requires us to spend money on 

appearance to make us look presentable so we're good enough to go back to the mass cubicles they trap 

us in. Where they don't pay our benefits nor our overtime and expect our loyalty when they 

consistently remind us they can replace us the next minute. Not even time. Not even a minute of peace, 

of empty from worry. To give ourselves peace of mind they call it selfish. A minute to refresh our 

brain, they call it lazy, incompetent. Not a team player for taking a small break. Oh, fuck off. Not 

allowed to spend time for our passion, the reason we live, and our only salvation in the prison they 

created. Just a minute. Just a minute. I just need a minute.  

 

November 23, 03:14 PM 

I feel like my muscles are weak again. 

November 24, 10:02 AM 

I have to write this dream down.  

I dreamed that there’s this evil person or monster or eccentric person who was trying to hurt the world. 

They were feared. They gathered people to play in a game of survival in some forest. Three people 

were running as a group. The middle one was eating oatmeal for three people. I was picked to be the 

middle one and they gave me a big bag of oatmeal. We didn’t know what the game was about but we 

just ran and I looked inside the bag. There were insects like crickets or praying mantises and some kind 

of moths or cockroaches and I knew instantly that we were supposed to eat it. There were some plastic 
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bags on the ground and I stepped on them. I said it was a trick. The insects blended in with the oatmeal 

in the bag. The air inside the bag caused the insects mixed oatmeal to rise and I had to do something so 

it won’t go out of the bag. I took my eyes off for a second to stand up and tell the participants of the 

game about something and when I look at my hand that was holding the bag ( left hand), it was covered 

with worms of all kinds, mostly black and green worms. I screamed. I screamed a lot but I couldn’t 

shake my hand because if we didn’t play along we would be doomed ( I don’t know the exact 

punishment). And then I woke up.  

The dream was connected to another dream. The other dream had something like a giant reptile 

monster. We were in the same foggy and mysterious forest. My family was there. There was a big gate 

or a temple looking building or something huge and tall. It was on a sea of salt, like that big mirror 

place. And a small mysterious big pile of snow that was supposedly a gate to another dimension or 

something. I was with a group of researchers of some kind. We visited the gate and nothing happened 

but when I was back in a classroom setting, there was a big reptile monster outside. There was another 

one but it was taken care of. And there’s a red and silver superhero fighting the monster with their laser 

beam. I went outside because I wanted to help. I took a long pipe or something long and was fired up to 

beat the small devils ( like the eccentric person) and that was when I was called to participate in the 

game. My classmates ( strangers, I don’t know them but they were my classmates) were outside too, 

we were standing around in the forest. The small devils or eccentric persons were looking for someone. 

I heard my name. I thought it was my name but I pretended not to hear it and I thought there might be 

other people with the same name because they didn’t say the last name clearly. But no one answered 

them and I was afraid there will be other victims if no one answered the call. I was afraid they were 

going to do something horrible so I said I was the person they were looking for. Or I claimed the call 

because it was my name. That’s it. 
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“A blob of heavy disgusting meat” 



 35 

DECEMBER 

December 8, 05:00 AM 

I'm sick of myself. (I'm getting there?) I'm a horrible person. I'm a fucking horrible person. I hate being 

here but I have to, I guess. I'm back at my parents' home. Back in this house, in this place, with this 

family. I don't know what I feel. I want to talk to someone but there's no one to talk to. I want to go to 

therapy again but I don't have any money. I guess I can hold it for now. I've been thinking about suicide 

again. Everything feels meaningless. I feel so ugly inside and out. I feel ugly and disgusting and angry. 

I’m just harboring a lot of anger. I'm angry at myself. I'm angry at everyone. Birds chirping. My 

sleeping cycle is still messed up. I'm angry at my parents. Angry at my siblings. Angry at my friends. 

I'm angry at my best friend. I'm angry at everyone. I'm angry at society. Angry at the government. 

Angry at people. Angry at humanity. Angry at the law of the world. Angry at limitations and 

restrictions. So many restrictions. 

I won't make it to thirty. I don't know. I know I don't want to do it. I wish this hurt and pain leave. I 

don't know what to do with it. I don't know how to deal with it. I need a fight. I need to hurt myself. I 

need that cigarette on my skin again. I need to eat like a pig and make myself throw up again. I need to 

get into a fight and let someone beat me up. I can't stand the hurt. I don't know what to do with it. I want 

to beat myself up. Fuck unreliable parents. Fuck you. I hate you too. I'm angry with you too! 

I'm a rag doll. I'm your best friend until you find someone new. I'm a rag doll. Pull me around I will 

follow you. Wherever you go whatever you want to do. I'm your rag doll. I'll stay with you until you 

find someone new. 

December 10, 09:35 PM 

I haven't been wanting to write because I want to talk instead. I want to talk to someone, a professional 

because I think that's what I need right now. I lost motivation, reason, will, that stuff that makes you 

want to live. …I still want to do stuff and I make effort but to accomplish something, I just feel like I 

can't. It's meaningless. There's no point. I'm not going to win. That's how I feel. I don’t trust myself. I 

don't trust myself with anything. Like when I went biking today, I just wanted to quit. And, in the 

middle, I did quit. We weren’t too far from the house but I was feeling unwell and sick. Usually, I push 

myself and repress it but today I couldn’t. I tried but I couldn’t. Yeah, I haven't exercised in a while but 

I never did that before, to just quit. Not in a really long time or it's really rare. I just gave up. Am I now 

realizing my limits or am I getting weaker? I'm not an overachiever but... Shit. Fucking life! I'm so 

tired. I'm going to read and sleep.  

December 11, 09:23 PM 
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It feels weird. I'm tired. I was just talking to myself in my head. It feels like nothing in my life ever 

happened. People, experiences, feelings, emotions. It's in the past but it feels like it didn't even exist. I 

was thinking, it's like I keep erasing memories. Erasing my attachments. It feels wrong but…  

I'm worried. I can't talk to anyone. I feel really sad. I keep crying by myself at random times when I'm 

alone. I just feel really really sad. I don't understand. I can't come back or apologize but it's not right. 

I'm the hurt one. And it's not just that. It's everyone and everything. I feel hurt. I feel hurt. I feel hurt. 

This will not matter. I will erase it again. I'm not making any sense even to myself. I don't know what to 

do. I don't want to talk about it anymore because it feels useless. I feel like everyone hates me or will 

hate me or get sick of me.  

I remember mother’s face when I was young and I said I was sick because I didn’t want to go to school. 

Their face… they didn’t believe me. They didn’t even want to understand why. I just had to go to 

school regardless of how I felt. They didn’t try to sympathize. I didn’t want to go! My clothes were too 

tight! I hated them. I hate them. I know it's not a good feeling to have ( fuck that. I keep correcting 

myself because of stupid values that were forced in me. I don't even fucking know what I really think. 

Fuck. )  

But that is what I feel. I hate them and I'm angry. I don't know what to do with this anger. Why does 

everyone make me feel uncomfortable? I was thinking that I just want to be alone. I want to live alone 

on a secluded island. But then I thought maybe with one or two close friends because I’d be scared of 

being alone on a secluded island. But when I think about it, there's no one I feel I'm comfortable with to 

take with me. Not even my family. Everyone gives me this… uneasy feeling… like I can't talk to them. 

I can't show myself to them. I'm disgusting and I'm sick of myself. I'm trying to seem okay. I really 

am… but I'm disgusting. 

December 14, 10:41 PM 

Watching one of my favorite movies.
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JANUARY 

January 4, 08:11 AM 

Hello, new year. The other years were shit.  

I spent the new year with my best friend. We didn't have anywhere to go. It was sad. But just being 

together made it better. We watched movies and ate pizza. I like spending time with them. They're so 

brave, is what I always thought of them. Around eleven we decided to go out. We sat at a cafe. The 

food and music were crap but we could see fireworks from our seats. We waited until two and then 

went home.  

I told them about my bulimia that night because we were eating pizza. I remembered, in college I 

ordered delivery so many times and spent so much money just to throw it all up. It's not that I don't trust 

them. I trust them more than anyone else because they understand exactly how I feel about these 

things. It was just hard, confessing, or talking about this stuff. I didn't know how to talk about it. I still 

don’t.  

I've been having a hard time, worse because I'm here. I beat myself up. I lock myself in my room and 

just slap myself really hard multiple times. It hurts. But hurting outside is better than hurting inside. At 

least it's visible. Manageable. The pain heals. The pain disappears. I don't know what to do with the 

hurt inside. You can’t reach inside you and slap it away.  

I've been contemplating suicide again. The last time…it didn't work. It was spontaneous and the tool 

wasn't strong enough. It did give me a scare. But I guess I'm not afraid anymore. It seems like a really 

good way out. I don't know where I'll end up. Maybe worse than this life…I don't really care. I'm just 

too tired harboring all these feelings. I want to say more. I don't know what exactly. There's a lot to say 

but it just won't come out right. I hope I'll feel better so I don't have to kill myself and I can work 

towards my future.  

I need sleeping pills. It's been so hard to sleep for some time now. I can't stop thinking. I want a good 

sleep. I need sleeping pills. And matches work instead of a cigarette. Cigarette stinks but it does feel 

better. It makes me feel better. See, I'm respectful enough to not bring something my parents don't 

approve of into this house. I'm really sick. I don't know what to do. What do I do? I try to fight the 

feelings. And the throwing up as well. I'm really trying. Fucking shit religion being forced into your 

brain. Holy your ass you fucking shit.  

January 4, 07:23 PM 

I can’t. I just want to kill myself. I'm being blamed for shits. I should really just do it. A house is not a 

home. 
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January 15, 12:19 PM 

I still feel like shit. I'm also sick with the flu. I'm a blob of shit that doesn't deserve anything. That's 

how I feel. A piece of worthless shit. Contemplating suicide. Of course, I don't want to. I just, it feels 

like there's nothing out there. Some part of me still says there is. Most just want to give up already. Life 

is meaningless and everyone is sad and miserable. Who’s really happy? Everyone is lying.  

There's no happiness. Fuck whoever whatever. They say if I kill myself I will go to hell. This is also 

hell. Emptiness, meaninglessness is hell. Are humans not meant to be happy then? My head. I feel 

dizzy. Being alone feels good. I just want to forget everything and move on. Move somewhere new and 

start over again. This is enough. The past is enough. I'm done with it. It's enough. 

January 20, 08:21 AM 

The only way I can survive these times is to tune all of you out. Mother keeps saying they want to 

leave. Fuck you! Just be fucking honest with your self and leave if you want to leave. I fucking hate 

you. I'm going to go back to what brings me comfort. It doesn't matter what anyone tells me, I can't 

share with anyone unless I want to or I feel the need to. You're shit. I'm not. That's it. Now I'll just 

enjoy everything as if none of you exist. Fuck everyone and fuck everything. This is my life. I'll do 

what makes me happy. Either that or… I'd rather kill myself than to pretend to be happy all the time. 

Fuck you fuck all of you assholes. It's better like this.  

… 

Ever since I was a child I knew my mother hates me. In my adult body, I hear and I see. Their eyes in 

disdain when I speak my truth. There are the eyes again and talks of leaving. Blaming their 

unhappiness on everyone else. And their silent partner who claims they’re the smartest. Unwilling to 

listen and open up. Claiming to be the solution when they’ve always been the cause. 

January 24, 11:55 PM 

There’s some degree of hate to everything I love. Mother talked to me this late afternoon. They were 

crying. They banged stuff downstairs and came to my room and talked. I’m waiting to say goodnight. 

I hate that they're…awkward? Off? They…I don't know. It just feels like they're hiding something. I 

can't love them because I feel like I don't know them. I love them because they are my parents but I 

don't feel like I know who they are. I don’t know their life before this, who they were before they were 

‘mother’ or ‘father’. They’re just ‘parent’, stripped off of any ‘person’.  

Anyway, mother came up and started asking me the usual stuff, future plan. Fuck them. I've told them 

this. I ended up saying what I really thought, though. My heart was cold as ice. They cried and said the 

usual stuff, that I'm mean, that I don't love. They like to demonize me. Whatever. Of course, I do. It's 

not that I don't feel. I just don't let my feelings out of the box for you both. I limit how I feel, I guess. 
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Because it’s mostly hurt. Anyway, they left and after a while came back and hugged me, saying stuff 

like they love me and how they both felt I that they lost me. They said our time wasn’t enough, my 

presence wasn’t enough. I was sad. I thought about my suicide plan. Their words make me want to do 

it even more. I only bring pain.  

I love them but I just like being alone. They never understand this. I need to be alone right now. I need 

to think. This is a concept they don't understand. That a person can be so comfortable with solitude and 

loneliness and even need it, like me. They asked me to sleep in their room but my sibling still has their 

paranoia and wanted me to sleep in their room. I don't want to spend any time with my parents anyway. 

Why would anyone in my age want to sleep with their parents? They have no sense of boundaries or 

privacy. You can't help, you've proven that. I'm slowly regaining my mental and emotional health on 

my own. Nothing both of you can or has helped with. I'm recharging. Just give me the time.  

I said my goodnight. Time to sleep. I still want to do it, suicide. I want to live, it's just that…it seems 

like the best option. Don’t worry, I'm doing my best to live. And I love my siblings too much to let 

them feel that pain. I love them so much. I love them. I love my friends too. If I end up dead and any of 

you read this, I love you. So much. And I'll do my best for your happiness. I love you.  

January 26, 03:03 AM 

My favorite thing to do…is being alone, writing this. I don't like to talk much so I like to write. I can't 

get out of bed again that's why I write. I want to be away from my family. Yeah, I blame them for a lot 

but I just want to separate myself from them. The only way I know I'll get what I want. I don't want 

them to know how I feel or what I want out of life. I want to make my own path. I'll listen but I don't 

want them to interfere, don't help me either. I don't want to figure things out with them. I want them to 

stay away from my life plan. It's not that I don't love them as a parent. We're just different. They don't 

get me at all. That's what I'm most upset about. They don't get me at all. They don't even try. Blind love 

is as bad as fake love. 

I want to keep writing but I'm starting to feel lazy. I just want to be alone at home. I want everyone to 

be away from the house. Let me be alone. Let me be alone without worrying that I'm going to be 

bothered. I'm tired of it, keeping watch of what's happening outside, trying to hear if I'm going to be 

bothered or not. I just want to feel safe. I just want to feel safe. I just want to feel safe and loved for who 

I am..but mostly…I JUST WANT TO FEEL SAFE. I JUST WANT TO FEEL SAFE. I JUST WANT 

TO FEEL SAFE. I JUST WANT TO FEEL SAFE.  

I want the bad feelings to go away. I play games on my phone and every time I hear footsteps I pretend 

to do something else or actually do something else. I have to take care of myself. I'm fine, being by 

myself is exactly what I need. I just want to breathe. I just want to breathe freely. All I need is a quality 

break but these people won’t let me take a moment for myself. 
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I want to eat but I don't have much appetite lately. Food is disgusting. My body is disgusting. I'm so 

tired…sleep late again, couldn't sleep again. I need sleeping pills. I have to eat something. I have to 

rebuild my morals.  
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FEBRUARY 

February 5, 05:49 PM 

Everything feels empty. Even songs don't feel like anything. Everything feels meaningless. I'm feeling 

more and more like I should just end it. I just don't know how to make life worth it. I need help. I don't 

know what to do. I can't talk to anyone. I don't know what to do. I feel like I lost myself. I was happy… 

I was careless, carefree. Where is that? What happened? What's happening? What's wrong? I'm 

depressed. I need help. I just feel like I'm not attached to anyone or anything. It doesn't feel good. Not 

loving anything doesn’t feel good. I want to love something. Love anything.  

February 6, 10:46 AM 

Yeah, it's a scary thought but I keep thinking about it. At least I don't act on it. It's hard but I know I can 

keep it to myself. You'll probably go to heaven because parents are holly creatures. I'm going to hell 

for everything. I fucking hate you the same. You should go to hell for being fake. You're causing pain. 

Leave, like you said you want to do. That's me being completely honest. And then I feel bad about it. 

Fuck me. But that's the truth so I have to make my heart cold so I don't feel that bad. Fuck. 

The only way you can help anyone is to respect and love yourself first. You don't even love and respect 

yourself. Look at me, I fucking hate you. I have to get out of this house. I love myself but there's 

nowhere else to go to to get what I need. I just want to feel safe before I leave again. I keep coming 

back, next time I have to make sure I won’t because this is really shitty. It just hurts and I don't know 

what to do. I need help. I hate faking. I'm hungry. I haven't eaten but I don't want to see them. No one 

should praise you for giving me fake care. I love them because I have to and it is a sincere love for 

parents. But I also really hate them and I think the hate is a little more than the love. I'm happiest when 

I'm by myself, able to express who I am. I love my mistakes. I hate them. The only way any of us can 

survive is to ignore them.  

??? 10:45 PM 

While mother threats to do it. I'm actually capable of doing it. I'm mostly just angry though. I’m just 

really angry with everything and everyone. I got a bunch of new books. I’m excited, looking forward to 

reading all these stories and perspectives. I want to write other things but I forgot. Well, fucking 

goodnight. Night. Fuck.fuck.fuck it. Fuck.night. Fuck. Whatever. Fuck. Night.  

February 8, 12:11 PM 

I got nothing better to do right now. I just had some ice cream because my sibling asked for some. I 

bought two extra for my cousins who are visiting. I should say hi. I'll continue writing today later. They 

asked me to go somewhere but I'd rather be home doing my thing. I have to remember this thought I 

had today, that I should let everyone live as they please. I should let them be themselves. They should 
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be free to live their life as they want. It's their consequences. I know I have to get out. I just want to 

relax a bit in comfort, hiding from the crowd. I don't have anything urgent to write, just my general 

thought. I know it's the right thing to do. You can get through this and every crappy thing around you 

right now. Hang on.  

February 11, 07:09 PM 

I didn't even try today. Anger… all this anger… What to do with it? Can't do anything about it. I can't 

even feel properly. I need to get away from them but right now I feel so powerless. I’m not quite sure 

what to do. Most of my friends are shit. What can I do? What should I do? I don't know what to do. 

Fucking parents are making it worse. They don't even realize they're one of the problems. You 

demonize me without looking at yourself in the mirror. You force others to forgive you without 

changing anything or making any effort to fix your mistakes. How is that fair? I’m an adult so I’m 

getting blamed. You think people magically become an adult? Just let me go. Let me go. From your 

shit rules. They make everyone in this house miserable. You're both fucking shits. You shouldn't have 

given birth to me. I'm also shit. I'm a worthless piece of shit. Fuck you. Fuck me. Fuck everyone in this 

world. Fuck this. 

Fuck that family trip. I'd rather be here, far away from everyone. Why? Why are everything and 

everyone shit? I need help. I don't get this. I need psych help. Psychologist or psychiatrist. I need help. 

I keep hurting myself. It doesn't solve anything and I'm tired of burning my skin. What can I do what 

do I do what to do fuck it fuck everything? Please stop this hurt. How do I make this stop? It hurts it 

hurts it hurts. I'm hurt I'm hurt I'm hurt. Fuck. Put on a face again. Fuck everyone.  

February 12, 09:35 PM 

Shit is still shit no matter how pretty you make it look. Shit is still shit and will forever be shit, 

shit.fuck.shit.shit.  

February 24, 08:45 PM 

Same stuff, I guess. I'm still numbing myself. The parents are away this weekend. It’s too short. It 

sucks because my sibling still can't sleep alone so I have to sleep with them. I'm tired of this. I want to 

sleep alone. I did last night because they fell asleep in the other room. I hope tonight they’ll sleep there 

again. I just want to read and sleep. I’m still feeling like shit. I’m still having the anxiety thing. When is 

it going to stop? I'm doing my best…kind of.. I'm trying at least. Newly improved much stronger me, 

what I aim for and hope for. I'm so tired and sleepy these days. I'll get over this. I'm strong enough. I 

will get over this shit fucking shit period of my life. I can do it. I know I can. Whatever. I think I'm 

going to sleep now.  
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MARCH 

March 11, 08:45 AM 

I know I'm doing the right thing, retreating. It feels right and I feel good about it. I just hope that I'm not 

lying to myself. I'm certain I'm right, though. I'm still sad about the parents. I need to buy earplugs. 

They claim they support me but then what's with all these questions and worries…and complaining 

and depending on me to make them happy. Manipulative. Whatever. I think my barrier is starting to 

work again, the one that blocks out negativity so I can stay positive. Good. One of my friends is still 

helpful. The only friend that matters right now. I don't know for how long but I'll just be thankful for 

their existence in my life in case our friendship ends someday. They're doing their best. I'm doing my 

best too. I want to take a shower. I'm so sleepy.  

Whatever. They can think whatever they want about me…lazy, ungrateful, hypocrite, mean, rude, 

shit…whatever. They don't know the truth. I will do as much as I can with what I have. Close your ears 

from shit. It's all you can do now. It's all I can do to survive this. I don't need to prove anything to 

anyone. I'm doing this for me. Everyone feels like a stranger.  

08:59 PM 

Mother just tried to talk to me. They said 'we have to communicate' fuck you. You don't even like me. 

You're not interested in me or anything that I like. And you don't listen, why the fuck do I want to talk 

to you. These people think asking about my day or what I eat is a conversation? You're looking at what 

I eat or what I make, why the fuck are you asking what you're seeing? I talk about feelings or my 

thoughts about things and they give me a blank stare. They’re like robots that stop moving whenever I 

take off my mask. They move again when I put it on. They move again when I pretend.  

And my silence doesn't even mean anything. This is who I am. You don't like me and you wish I'm not 

like this. Fuck you. This is me. Go fuck yourself. Fuck you. I know what you really want to talk about. 

Stop pretending. My family makes me sad. This place supposed to be a home. Where I can take my 

mask off, be who I am, loved for whoever and whatever I am. It never feels that way. They always 

want me to be someone else, someone more cheerful and happy. I really hate them for that. This is why 

I keep saying you don't love me. I never feel loved by you. I'm going to find something that feels good 

now.  

March 31, 01:32 PM 

I won't survive this without some kind of hope of a destination.  
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APRIL 

April 6, 07:14 PM 

After months (or years) I finally changed the light bulb in my room. It changes everything. It feels so 

much brighter, so much… sunnier. I asked my sibling to help. The parents are still shit. I have to get 

out and move but my body isn't listening. A lot of things are running around in my head. I might know 

what I can do or where I can go but I can't seem to do it out of fear of the parents making conversation. 

I don't want them to meddle in my life. I don’t want them to know my life. I don’t want them to know 

anyone I know or try to solve my work issue or whatever like that. They always make things worse. If 

I give them just a little they will start doing shit that doesn't make sense. Manipulative, pitiful, sad, 

destructive to the well being of their children. I hate them. I'm tired of pretending I don't hate them.  

I have reasons to be mad. This isn't just a simple blaming or hating. I think parents should get over 

themselves. Once they have someone below them, they automatically think they're some saint or god 

or something non-human. And blameless for everything because bringing another human being is a 

holy thing or something. They seem to forget they're not perfect and they make mistakes. They seem to 

forget they give birth to another individual. They seem to think they are always one hundred percent 

right and their child is always wrong. They don't even bother with a fucking apology. Since I was 

young I remember, mother always cursed me. Not fuck or shit or those things you don't say in front of 

a child but they often wished for my failure and unhappiness. In different forms, different sentences, "I 

wish you grow up and have children and see how difficult it is to raise you!" not the exact words but 

isn't that a horrible thing to say to your child? And then saying things like wanting to run away. 

I don't know if they'll change or if they'll actually leave. It's bad sometimes, I felt so angry that I wish I 

can hurt them physically… punch them. Thank whoever whatever above for self-control. I should take 

care of my eyesight. I should have changed the light bulb sooner, way sooner. I'm feeling better 

already. I feel bad about my behavior. I feel hurt too being like this, doing this. But they never 

understand. They couldn't. So what I need to do is focus on what I want to accomplish at my own pace. 

It hurts because I do care but their involvement in my life brings destructive effects and they don't see 

this. They don't get this. It's true. They make me sick. If only they let me be, everything will turn out 

just fine. I'd be happy and easy to get along with. I know I can't trust them. Once I let my heart open, 

once I let down my guard, they will think they can get near me and it won't ruin me. I have to stay away 

from them. I can't let them drag me down with them. It hurts of course, but it's the truth of how I feel. It 

hurts a lot. It’s not just because of them. Everything causes hurt.  

I feel like I'm about to give up. I’m running out of strength to pull my self back up. My chest feels 

heavy. It hurts. It's painful. It's a burden. Maybe this pain will bring something someday. I hope so. I 

want to write more about the pain. But the easiest way to express it is if I can beat something up. I've 
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been reading a lot of fiction. Maybe there's something wrong with my brain, everything is jumbled up 

there. It was so organized before. 

I've been dragging my feet to tutor this kid. Father put me up with this job. I don't have to leave the 

house, we meet in the living room. They said it's to help their co-worker, they'll pay some money. I 

thought I can do it so I agreed but I'm regretting it. The thought of having to interact with them and 

being watched by the parents stresses me out. 

Note to self. Important! STOP APPLYING TO SHITS YOU DON'T ACTUALLY WANT TO DO. 

FOCUS ON WHAT YOU WANT TO ACCOMPLISH REGARDLESS OF WHAT THEY SAY OR 

THINK. TRUST YOURSELF! YOU GOT THIS! JUST DO WHAT YOU LIKE! 

April 23 10:30 - ish AM 

Attachments are a burden. I want to be able to roam free without any attachments to these people. I 

often feel the urge to hurt them. I feel enraged and angry with them. I feel suffocated with them. Let me 

be free. I hate them so much. They don't understand anything. I want freedom from them. I have to 

leave. I'm sick of everything. They never leave me alone, never give me space. I have to take it from 

them. My mental state is a mess. I hate them so much. Hate comes with every other feeling. I mostly 

hate that I can't cut them off. I wish they kick me out or something so I can officially hate them. This 

fucking rage will have an acceptable reason. I want to be free from everyone and everything. People 

are shit. I want to be free from everyone in my life. I wish to be selfish and I wish to take everything I 

desire. It's not going to be given to me. I have to take it. I want my freedom.  

Calm down. Self. Calm down. There will be a way to leave. Prepare for that day. For now, stay safe in 

your space. 

Next day or whatever 2-ish AM 

More than anything else, I feel hurt. I hate being in this house so much. I hate being in this place. I've 

written it many times and I'm so tired of writing more. Emotions, feelings, mine…is fleeting around, 

toying with me. I'm tired but I don't want to sleep. Every week stresses me out because of that stupid 

controlling father. Is it even worth writing? I'd rather read in my room all day. My body is itching to 

move. I just really hate them. If life 'goes on' again I'll loosen my guard and they will act all friendly to 

me. I don't care that they're family, I need my space. It hurts. It's painful but I must endure. Soon the 

time to rise will come again. Hurt, self, and every cell of my body, please endure.  

April 25 0r 26 09:00 -ish AM 

Grandparent is coming. Shit. I like them a lot but with my current condition, they will want to talk. I 

don't want to be rude but I have to protect my privacy and silence. Right now, I'll do anything for this. 

Fuck the parents, they don't understand this at all. I fucking hate them. I apologize in advance if I say or 
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do something hurtful. I'm sorry grandy. My other grandparent came some time ago too. I really don't 

like them. They’re so passive. I said hi. I didn't talk much. I ignored them. I like this grandparent. 

They’re honest. They like me and we’re kind of similar. They’re very independent, I respect them a lot. 

I'm really hungry. My handwriting has been really awful. One of my eyes hurt from looking at the 

computer. They asked me to go to the airport to pick up grandy. I refused. It's all the more reason I 

should stay at home. Why the fuck would I want to be alone with mother. 

I feel like I should just die already. I'm just a worthless piece of shit. Overpraised but can't do anything. 

I'm a piece of shit. I blame incompetent parent that raised a piece of shit. If I don't blame anyone, fuck 

me. I'm a piece of worthless shit. That's how I feel right now, a piece of fucking worthless shit, lying on 

the ground somewhere on a busy street and people keep stepping on me.  

I'm excited about grandy’s visit. I hope they bring something. If not, they'll surely make something. 

See, much better than the other grandparent. There are many people I'm indifferent to. I want to eat but 

I don't want to see the parents. I hate them. My room. My sanctuary. The only place I can be alone right 

now. With a lock. It's nice. It's really nice. it's such a waste to share anything with the parents. My 

memories are too precious to be shared with anyone who'll think nothing of it. I want to eat.  

Yeah, I'll lock grandy out too if they pry too much. Fuck people who ask silly questions. Fuck people 

who don't appreciate people for simply being themselves. Fuck people who value people base on 

possessions. Fuck people in general. I miss friends, the nice ones, the real ones. Never mind, not 

excited for grandy after all. I just want to be left alone.  
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MAY 

May 1 03:00ish PM 

I'm in pain. I feel pain. Why am I in pain? Nothing seems to work, not permanently. I'm disgusting. I'm 

fat and ugly. My hair is oily and itchy shit. Every part of me is disgusting. My body, my hair, my 

breath. They are disgusting. My eyes. Disgusting as well. My soul. Disgusting as well. Unloved. 

Disgusting creature. Me. My stomach. My thigh. My arm. My crying face. My smile. Disgusting. 

Fuck. I'm tired. Fuck everything. It's like being stuck alone in an empty time and space. I don't know 

what’s going on outside of myself. Everyone and everything is out of reach. Completely detach of 

everything. I don't know what's going on outside of this empty dark space, it’s almost like this isn't my 

body. I keep imagining if a black hole appears in this room and I disappear, no one will even know. I 

keep disappearing on people. No one knows how to reach me. It won’t even matter if I really 

disappear.  

07:15 PM 

I don't know what to do. I feel so empty. Not lonely, empty because I feel like I have no goals. No 

desire to achieve anything. I get excited about things but I get really scared. I’m scared that no matter 

how I feel, I won't get what I want. My mine goes to blank most of the time. I could do something, I 

could be more productive, or I could start on what got me excited but… I never felt like this before. I 

was always so sure I'll reach my goal and was always so sure of what the goal was. I don't have the 

same mental strength. I wonder why. How to overcome this? What to do? What to think? I don't feel 

like talking to anyone because it feels like I won't reach a conclusion anyway. Because the only way to 

reach it is for me to make a move. The detached feeling again, it’s unpleasant. My parents’ suffocating 

nature makes everything harder as well. I think I found a small goal to make myself excited.…more 

about it another time. 

April 9, 01:56 PM 

I'm on edge…in a lot of ways. Every entry I make seems to be only about pain. It does hurt…I am hurt. 

I still haven't applied to any jobs. I’m waiting for a follow up from one. I submitted the application 

days ago. It gets harder to 'start' reality. I drown myself in books and shows. I wish I can be in these 

stories. Interesting and exciting jobs. It doesn't mean that my job will be boring… if I look for a job I 

mean. I know. I'm not sure what's stopping me. I have some ideas. I hate the parents. Whenever I see 

them my body feels tense. Am I just shoving away blame? Like…I keep feeling or thinking it's their 

fault for not being able to properly raise a child. Even so, there's truth in it.  

I hate this author. I enjoy the book and their style but I hate the protagonist. I haven’t read a lot of their 

books but, for some reason, I just hate most of their characters. These introvert characters are so 

arrogant. They think they’re better than everyone else or something. If what we hate from people is a 
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reflection of what we hate of ourselves then yes, I hate that trait in myself. I don’t always like myself. 

I don’t like all of me. I have things I hate about me. I have things I like, I love. I miss being emotional. 

It’s scary how music can change my mood so easily. ‘Their fault is to stop us from feeling,’ where is 

that from? Safety or comfort zone without feeling anything is not worth it. I live for my feelings. I live 

for these feelings brought up by experiences, by people met, by hurting myself, and by making myself 

happy. To do whatever. I want to feel. That seems to be my life… what I am, what I want to live for. 

Not for others’ reasons. Not for others. It’s for my own emotional satisfaction. It’s what’s worth 

anything. Whatever facade I put on, I’m a soft cream. I’m soft ice cream.  

Fuck all this weight. My body-weight. It caused me a lot of shit. Fuck this shit. Why is this ‘real’ world 

lack emotion? Why can’t I drown in these emotions? “ Grow up!” Why the fuck is being detached from 

emotion means to grow up? Why in movies… this is how it feels in real life anyway… why make 

excuses to feel things? People saying “ it only happens on TV”… things happen in real life all the time.  

11:55 PM 

I'm out of feelings. I'm beginning to be nonchalant. Indifferent. I can't stand them. Parents are fucking 

hypocrites. They even said that they don't have to follow advises they tell their kids. They're the cause 

of my fears. They're the cause of my nightmares. I'm allowed to be angry. The moment they said they 

want to kill themself or they want to run away, they’re unfit to be a parent. And then they act like 

there's nothing wrong. I hate them. My self-control is slipping, staying, straying. My thoughts are too 

scary to think about. It gets too much…dealing with them. I hate too much. Suicide. I really don't want 

to go there. But I know if I have to deal with them any longer, I might just have to. Here…I'll punish 

myself for this, for being such a wasteful kid. But I promise I won't cry, I'll just burn myself again. 

Next day 12:53 PM 

Of course, it hurts when I hurt them. Father is not bad if it's not for their controlling shit. Mother is the 

type to deceive themself. I got paid just now… by father. That is meaningless and I hate that they put it 

that way. They said it's for the free tutoring I did. I don’t feel good at all. Just leave me alone and let me 

figure things out. I ended up telling them about my plans. I felt sorry for them. I thought it was going to 

give them some peace of mind but their face didn't change. I'm getting colder and colder. I can feel it. 

It's better like this. Back to reading and then shower. They ruin everything, parents. They ruined my 

mood in the morning by asking me shit. I don't want to call them parents. They make me sick. Please… 

let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. 

Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. 

Possibly Friday 

Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. 

Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. 

Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. 
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Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. 

Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. 

Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Let me go. Freedom. Freedom. Freedom. Freedom. 

Freedom. Freedom. I want freedom. Even when we're apart they won't let me go. I hate living with 

them. Living with them is fucking shit. But when I leave they keep demanding. Everything hurts. 

Everything hurts. Inside and outside. Everything hurts. Why is there something that stops me from 

killing myself? What's with this hope thing? Please help me. Go away. I'm so angry. Everything hurts.  

May 25, 06:24 PM 

I can't stand it. My fucking shit father walked into my room to ask me which time I'm going. I already 

said that I didn't want to go. Fuck them. I feel scared. This is a stupid feeling. Living, I feel scared. I 

hate it. I get upset on my own, I can't express my anger to them. They're manipulative. Father just said 

'I'm sad if you don't go' fuck. They don't even ask me why I don't want to go and aren’t concern at all 

with how I feel. Unsympathetic shits. I can't stand them and I feel restless living with them. I can only 

detach myself.  

I asked my sibling about a psychologist. I wanted to save my money but I can't stand it anymore. It 

seems like it's going to take some more time until I can leave. It makes me sad and angry thinking 

about how I'm going to be stuck in this house. They're like monsters in disguise. I hate them and in a 

way, I'm scared of them. It's a weird feeling. Mostly anger at them though. There's nothing I can 

physically do about them ( talking never works ) the only thing left is my feelings. The physical 

solution is to move away from them but that will take a while because all the time I'm just depressed 

and paralyzed. I can't move, can't move forward. Currently, I think I have a clearer solution that is in 

line with what I want to do for my life. I want to move there. I want to do it. It's the perfect solution, 

right? Right?? 

My fear is not being able to move away. I tend to run away but now, I think I've reflected and if I focus 

on myself, I can control my running away tendencies. For some reason, I really feel it's going to be fine 

and I don't doubt this feeling like I've been these past months. It feels like I'm finding my footing again. 

The 'love', the 'this is it' feeling, the ‘sure’ feeling. It's there, with that thought, that plan. It feels right. 

I'm not going to give in to the suicide thoughts. I want to live. I want to be free. I can't even smile 

around them. I want to focus but the thought of them nagging bothers me. They worry about nothing at 

all. Fuck them, only causing distraction. Fear…fear…fear…sadness… 

May 26, 07:58 AM 

I want to vent these feelings but I don't want to write them down. I want to hurt. It feels like they are 

strangers I'm forced to live with.  

I have a job interview today. Father's friend. How else are you going to embarrass me this time, jerk?! 

My stomach hurts, unrelated, it's been hurting since I woke up. I hate them, they're like chains that fool 
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the person chained. I want to leave. I've made up my mind that I want to. The application process is 

more complicated than I thought but I'm determined to do it.  

The 'love' the 'it feels right' feeling. It felt shaky but at the same time, I strongly felt and feel that it's the 

'right' thing to do, right according to MY standards and feelings. I want and have to leave this house. 

My sibling’s health is also shaky. They spend most of their time sleeping. I know they're depressed too 

but I can't deal with it. I don't know how to when I can't even deal with mine.  

I should try to do this interview properly. I need to save money while applying for the ones I really 

want, this is the plan. I hate having to go with father. No one else is available and I don't know the way. 

I'll check later if I can take the bus. Blood relation is a sinking anchor. It holds you back. Fuck 

everything fuck everything fuck everything. And everyone in this fucking existence.  

May 29, 09:35 PM 

My siblings hate me too. I'm so hurt. Mother came into my room to give me one of those depressing 

stabs in the stomach with a knife words about how I'm being disappointing. It crushed me. They don’t 

know what I need and only make things worse for me. The strength I built dropped, back to zero, 

desperate, and depressed. Weak, sad, and lifeless. They only care about themselves. Everything they 

do, even when it’s for others, it’s for themselves. To make them look good, to satisfy them, to make 

them feel responsible, to make them feel that they are giving.  

I want peace of mind. The only way to achieve it is to stay away. I'm going crazy. I'm not loved. I'm 

hurt and I'm hurt. This only happens here. I hate it. Everything is even worse now that my sibling hates 

me too. They're my favorite person in the world. That fucking jerk told me, thinking they’re fixing 

things, making things better, being responsible. All they’re doing is stabbing knives at me. To the same 

place over and over and over again and other places. Fuck this place. This place hurts.  

I've come out of the suicide thoughts though, I guess that's an achievement. I think I've found a way. I 

have to leave. My sibling hurts me too now. I can't brush off their words. Mother said the school 

counselor told them that my sibling is troubled by my situation. They just came to my room being…I 

don't know, kind of normal. I can't hate them, they're always going to be my favorite person. The 

parents, they're both in fucking denial. They don't fucking understand this kind of thing… 

depression… self-hate…self-harm…I burn myself. I make myself throw up. I hit myself. I slap 

myself… it still hurts (my heart is calmer after they came in because they were acting kind of funny but 

I should be careful not to care anymore). No one in this house loves me. They will only love me if I'm 

not me. No one loves me. No one loves me. Hold on. Hang in there.  

Sometimes I wish I can be this 'attention whore' kids but I’m reminded of an old friend, I showed them 

a picture of my friend’s self-harm that they keep sending me and that old friend told me that they were 

just doing it for attention so I never told them about my mental health and hurt. The safest is to keep it 

all inside, work on it myself, and pretend that everything is perfect. But my rage is piled up to the point 
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I want to hurt everyone that ever hurt me. I trust myself. I trust the love I can only receive from myself 

that is given by me, that I can love myself enough to live a happy life on my terms. Calm down, pain. I 

will be fine. I'll be fine. I can do this. I can get over these feelings. Everything will be all right. It will 

turn out all right.  
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JUNE  

June 1 or 2 1 or 2 -ish PM 

Another fucking day. I guess commodity and ownership are really taught and learned from birth. 

June 5, 11:45 AM 

My computer won't start. Not much to do. Blank. Empty. Full of fear due to living with my fucking 

parents. I still hate them. I got a haircut yesterday. It's been a while. It's much easier now. My computer 

broke, it happened a while ago. I got it to work for a short while and managed to copy everything to a 

hard drive. It worked until yesterday, it stopped at the logo. I still don't know what to do with life. I 

went to a psychologist on Wednesday. My sibling took me there. It helped. It gave me some 

confidence at least. I didn't tell them too much, just enough. I don't trust them much yet but it was good 

enough. I don't have to come back and if I want to, they said to wait for two weeks. During the two 

weeks, I'm supposed to write three good things about myself each day. The last psychologist did this 

too. I have no desire to do it but maybe… There, two days’ worth. This shit computer. I have no idea 

what to do now. My parents tried to get to me again, just because I've been a bit more upbeat since the 

psychologist’s appointment and I got a haircut so they think I'm being friendly. I fucking hate them and 

will always do. I just need to figure a way out. I'm going to go find food and continue after. Since my 

computer broke, today, I'll just write my every fear or anything else I'd like to say. Maybe more on that 

psychologist. I have to eat with the nosy irresponsible unhelpful parents. I'll wait a bit. Maybe I'll take 

a nap so I don't have to spend too long with them. Oh, I should write about the job interview too.  

Maybe June 8 3-4ish AM 

I just finished reading. I'm awake. I was thinking, I got some thoughts to explain. I kept thinking I feel 

hungry. I am right now. I didn't eat dinner or lunch. There wasn't any food at home and I didn't want to 

see them. It didn't fill me up, food and drink. I'm missing life. I kept thinking I miss having friends, 

some drama, some action. I should sleep. I'm getting tired. I'll deal with things tomorrow.  

June 10, 06:43 PM 

All they can think about is people thinking about them in a certain way. They’re not concern about 

anything else. I always have to smile, I always have to smile in pictures until I don’t recognize myself 

anymore. It’s automatic, it’s kind of funny. I don’t smile that often but when a camera is pointed at me, 

my face changes on its own. What people think is always more important than how I feel.  

All they want is for me to have a boring job and a boring partner to give them money and 

grandchildren. Who cares about love and compatibility, right? Not them. As long as they can answer 

their friends’ questions and share photos of ‘their’ achievements. I just have to make money so they 

can leech off that too. I've been influenced by their ignorance and laziness. This is why I have to go as 
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far as I can from them before I become a selfish lazy individual too. Honestly, I kinda want the job. I'll 

get money and the job doesn't look too bad. It sounds interesting and manageable. The colleague 

seemed nice too. I don't mind at all. The office seemed quiet and spacious. I'm nervous about the job 

itself. I don't know if I'll manage since I forgot everything I learned at school (more or less) but it's 

interesting and I just want to know what it's like. 

But… I can't stand the attachment. I want to say yes to it but thinking about how the parents will ask 

me questions about it, thinking how they will want to know how my days been, thinking how they'll 

talk to others about it… I don't know. It makes me angry. I don't want to depend on them at all. What 

I'm currently doing is fine. There are a lot of things I don't want to share with them. They don't 

understand how guilty I feel just living. Whether they make me feel this way or not I hate them. So 

about the job, I have to make a decision. I really really want to say yes….but my emotion, my body, I 

feel like destroying everything around me when I imagine saying yes. They'll be happy, they'll be 

relieved if I say yes but that also pisses me off. They don't understand it at all. So I can’t take the job 

even if I want to. I have to say no. Outsiders (everyone that's not me) won't understand and I can see 

why my decision is perceived as stupid. Thing is, I just can't.  

June 11, 07:15 AM 

This job offer…I haven't been able to reply because I really kinda want to say yes. And I feel bad to 

reject it because it’s from father's friend. But that is also why I can't accept it. I want nothing to do with 

my parents. A job that is related to his friend will cause problems. They called father to ask me why I 

haven't responded. See. So I'm sorry but I have to reject this. I hope there will still be other chances 

when I need it. I don't feel like I'm missing an opportunity because it wasn't something I wanted to 

begin with.  

I wanted to collect money so I asked more about the job after they mentioned it. I keep making the 

same mistake and hoping for a different result. I wanted it to go well but it was the easy way out. 

Receiving anything from your parents is like borrowing from a loan shark with hidden interest. They 

don't understand the pressure I feel, the uneasiness. I’m not free if their friend can update them about 

my work. I don’t want it, answering their stupid questions about my day as if there's nothing more 

important to talk about in the world. And what about the people at work when they find out. I wasted 

my life trying to please them. No matter what, I have to move away from them.  

The world is really scary. You have to know what you want for everything to work. It just throws stuff 

at you like parents that keep giving their kids stuff without thinking of the consequences. Idiots. Fuck. 

I know I shouldn't blame them. I'm just angry that I can't focus on what I want to do. Just leave me 

alone so I can do them! I hate these attachments so much. I want myself back. Please give me myself 

back. I can't stand this. What am I supposed to learn from this? 

June 18, 11:19 PM 
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I feel like writing about nothing in particular. I don't know, there's not really anything to write today. 

Everything is still the same. My situation. My spirit is a bit better I guess. I know I’m shit. I just always 

feel this way, like when I look in the mirror or when I look at a picture of myself, it doesn’t look like 

me. That person looks a lot better than how I feel. I feel like shit and disgusting inside. Why the fuck is 

this person smiling so much like a fool? I’m a piece of shit. I’m a horrible piece of shit. Everything is 

shit. My smiling pictures, when I look in the mirror, any other expressions, it looks different. That 

person looks so much brighter than how I feel. This pen sucks. I'm going to sleep. I'll continue later or 

tomorrow.  
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JULY 

July 8 09:30ish AM 

I want to die. When I woke up I had this desire to jump off a building. I need to buy tools. I just want to 

die. There's nothing to live for here. I want solitude, away from everyone. That's all I want, solitude. I 

want lots of time to be alone without assholes bothering me. I want to die. What's with this life 

anyway? There's no reason for it. Put on a face and pretend. Die, me. Fuck. I don't know.  

July 11, 08:27 PM 

I'm feeling restless. I was writing and feeling like shit. It was boring. I was inspired by something but it 

doesn't suit me. I'm more at peace, mind wise, compare to usual. I started reading this book again. It 

really helps. I realize I have to let go of negativity and wholeheartedly pursue what I want to pursue. 

It’s not an overnight thing, I know. I just need to acknowledge my emotion and slowly face them, 

slowly let go of the negative feelings. 

I miss my sibling. We were so close when we were younger. I wish they can somehow understand how 

I feel. I just want them to know that I'm at the bottom of the wheel of life right now. I want them to 

understand that people can feel lost and discouraged. I wish I can give them this talk. I love them a lot. 

I care for them a lot. I want them to understand so they can face their life and make the best decisions 

for themself if it happens to them in the future. Their birthday is coming up. I'm not planning anything 

special, just the usual. I might bake a cake but I don't know. 

I wanted to read but my head wouldn't shut up. I ate too much today. Mostly pop sickles, it might be 

why I've been dizzy. I was really sick two days ago, my body shivered for the whole night. I had a high 

fever. I sweat it out. The next day too. The fever is gone but I'm still dizzy. I have got to get back on my 

feet. I'm doing it slowly…. I'm so sleepy… I think I'll just sleep.  

July 27 2-3ish AM 

I’m so overwhelmed by thoughts that I can’t sleep. I'm so tired and sleepy. My head is just full of hate. 

The world is going around and everything is mixed up. My mind is in some kind of a vortex that isn't a 

vortex, where even the simplest decision becomes long and unwinding. I can't even decide the simplest 

things. My body doesn't feel good as well. Anyway, I feel like just laying here and falling asleep.  

Afternoon same day 

Fucking jerk at it again, telling us what to wear. Fuck. I'm realizing that it's not such a big deal. Okay, 

I'll change. I hate their family too. In front of all those people, I have to pretend just for their fucking 

shit pride. I really wonder where all these hate come from. Piece of shit. I just want to be alone but no 

one is giving me that space. I'd rather read or write and stay here in my room with working internet, 
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alone. I'm tired of all the rage and hate but as long as I am near them I'm going to keep burning. Maybe 

I will really have to take my life. I'd rather write this, defending my ego all day than go outside. Help 

me books, protect me from people. 
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AUGUST 

August 1 maybe 10:30-50 PM 

I dreamed about a green turtle with emeralds on their shell and someone collecting gold nuggets and 

stones in the snow. I guess it's for good luck or I just needed the money. It's just odd…emerald turtle on 

the snow and my hand moving around…there were babies or baby turtles too. I can’t remember that 

part but there were green turtle and other color diamond gem turtles. Smaller, not living, just the gem 

spread all over the snow. 

August 8, 09:09 AM 

I know that I'm scary because I've been writing bad things about my family and wishing bad things for 

people. Even I'm tired of what I've written. I don't want to be in that negative head space… so I have to 

walk away. Should I even bother with trying to make things right? 'making things right' maybe that's 

just a false sense of… I don't know. There's nothing I can do about them. They trigger my pain, they're 

my pain. Someday I'll move away from the source of pain. Ate some heavy pastry, my stomach feels 

shitty.  

August 19, 03:33 PM 

They complain about everything but don't do any work to change things. They don't want to change. 

They only run away from reality. They never want to learn. Grow the fuck up.  
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SEPTEMBER 

September 2, 05:04 PM 

You two should get a fucking divorce. Go ahead and run away instead of just saying it. They should 

not be parents. Look, I know that I'm like this right now but they have no right forcing me to do 

anything when they themselves are like that. I'm actually not even that angry anymore. I just need to 

focus on my thing and ignore them both. I do wish I can release this anger somehow.  

07:32 PM 

Breathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreat

hebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebre

athe. The world and everyone around me is suffocating. I will never be free.  

September 15 or 16 11ish PM 

Temporary journal. I ran out of the old one and I haven't bought a new one. It feels strange to call them 

parents or mother or father. I often feel that we're not related at all. I've always vaguely feel apathetic 

towards them, I guess. But lately, I feel completely separated from them. Like they're not my parents. 

Like we're not blood-related. I'm just currently stuck here, having to depend on them. At least I have a 

room and food. Saving my money. 

It's depression, I know. I've been like this for a long time, just never this intense. My eyes are tired. I've 

been looking at the computer screen for so long. I still can't move. I'm still 'frozen' and have no desire 

to move. I think the desire is there, it's just that, my physical body won't move. My eyes are tired. My 

whole body feels tired. I'm going to a psychiatrist on Friday. My sibling is taking me there. They're 

starting to be themself again. I'm just glad they look like they're going back to the person they were. I'm 

too sleepy. Good night.  

The next day 06:42 AM 

What's going on? I don't even know. I just want to die. Nothing matters. Just die. I feel so tired. 

Physically and mentally? I'm just tired, I'm not sure. I want nothing… I thought… Nothing I want 

matters. Nothing I feel matters. My feelings don't matter. I'm lonely, I'm alone, that doesn't matter 

either. I deserve it. I deserve the pain. Everyone and everything feels so far away. …. Myself. Me to 

myself. My thought revolves around those words.  

I can't dance, I can't move, I can't get along with the music. I can't talk, I can't care, I can't cry. I deserve 

nothing. I'm shit. I'm disgusting. It is me. This fucking pen keeps dying on me. Fuck you pen. I’m a 

worthless piece of shit. I just can’t care…who what where why can’t care. Friends, family, what the 

fuck are these words.  
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I can't care, I can't feel, I’m not allowed to feel. Punishment. I need help. I want help. Help me. 

Everything hurts. Hurts… it hurts… everything hurts. My burns hurt. It's disgusting too. I don't want to 

die but… feeling something= punish it. Punish feel, punish feel punish. Punish the feeling punish the 

feeling! It shouldn't feel. Just die already you deserve nothing. I need help. Help me. Am I sick? Help 

me! Guilt? Shame? I want to cry, I want to weep, I want to scream. I want to cry but it doesn't show. It 

doesn't come out. 

September 16, 08:58 PM 

I'm not sure what to do anymore. I watched cartoons. I watched TV shows. Nothing left. It feels empty 

but it doesn't want to be filled. What's going on? What should I fill it with? Everything feels bland… 

music, shows, everything feels so… mild. Another book? Do I want a hug? Kind of… but then… it's 

like the desires nullify itself… it kills itself?  

September 17, 09:49 PM 

I care less and less about life, I think. There was a strange grasshopper-like small bug on my bed. 

Gross. I don't know where I am or who I am, in a way, not literally. I will go to the psychiatrist’s 

appointment tomorrow. I'm scared and nervous. I'm scared that I'm nothing. I'm scared that I'll be 

turned away. I'm scared. I'm scared to admit how I am. I really don't want to go even though I'm the one 

who asked. I just feel like staying home 'eating' stuff from my computer, sleeping, lazying around, 

doing, and being nothing. My existence is fading away. And hopefully, someday, it just eventually 

disappear. Is it possible? I just want to disappear. I don't matter. My feelings and emotion don't matter. 

I'm a worthless piece of shit leading a life full of shit. I am shit.  

I know what they're going to say, the doctor. They'll be blunt. They'll say I'm fat and will tell me to go 

on a diet. That it's the cause of the depression. I feel like crying right now. I feel like punishing myself. 

I feel like letting garbage pour all over me because that's what I'm worth. I feel like crying. Throwing 

tantrum like a toddler. Crying. Screaming. I don't know what I feel anymore. I'm not me. It's as if the I 

is not I. or….me is not me? I'm …I don't really know.  

I'm out of shows to watch, I’m out of books to read… there's nothing new. I can't stop thinking about 

suicide, about hurting myself. I'm hurt. I'm in pain. I'm afraid. I'm fat… They're going to say I'm fat. 

I’m already feeling the pain. They're going to tell me I'm fat. People are just weird. What else is there in 

this world? I'm afraid of tomorrow. I'm so afraid… but no one will help me. No one here can. I feel like 

killing myself so I don't have to go there tomorrow. I'm just afraid of rejection. What if I'm rejected? 

What if they say it’s nothing? Then what? …too sleepy...I don't know. I can't care. I shouldn't care. 

This isn't me anyway…I don't know.  

Possibly September 19 1 AM-ish 
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I went to the psychiatrist. Diagnosed as depression, also some signs of paranoia. As usual, I didn't say 

everything. I'm not sure what to share. Is it necessary to share… self-harm, suicidal thoughts. How 

about things that don't happen too often, can I share that? I’m not exactly sure if I feel relieved or not. 

I didn't say more because the doctor invited my sibling in. I don't want to share with them inside. 

Anyway, I'm so sleepy right now. I'll write more later.  

September not sure 04:50 something PM 

I put my phone away, shutting people off again. My computer is in another room, downloading a 

game. I just finished this game, one more boss for the true ending. I just took a shower. I'm supposed to 

eat dinner with the family somewhere for their anniversary. I fucking have to go, one outing equals not 

being bothered for a while.  

I'm still pissed. I went to the psychiatrist. I don't remember if I wrote it or not. My body is itching. They 

gave me medicine for depression. It doesn't feel like it's helping. Yeah, I'm a bit more cheerful, I guess. 

But the fundamental issue hasn't changed. I'm still angry, I’m still hateful, I still feel as if everything is 

meaningless. I can’t feel anything. I don’t feel satisfied. I just lock myself in my room and play games. 

The parents keep bothering me, refusing to admit they’re a problem and keep acting all innocent. Stop 

coming into my room and acting all friendly with me, we're not close. I don't like you. The kind of 

person you are, I really dislike. Seriously, get over yourselves. They’re acting all high and mighty but 

you're just a fucking hypocrite.  

Anyway, I don't know what else to do besides these games. Everything else is meaningless. Everything 

and everyone feels meaningless. I'm not sure what to do. I get more aggravated when I wake up. I often 

do but lately, I feel like I will act on it. I'm letting go a little or it's letting itself go from my control, little 

by little. This me, I mean. I don't know what to call it. I just go further away from myself, like myself is 

slipping away. I'm not sure what I'm doing anymore or who I am. I'm just hateful all the time. I've been 

this way for a long time, I just never been as aware of it as now. 
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OCTOBER 

October 8, 10:37 PM 

I don't know what to do. I don't feel like doing anything. I finished the game and now I'm… empty? 

Nothing worth doing, nothing worth feeling. I know what's right, it's just that… my body can't move. 

The medicine is… it hasn't been good. It helps bring my mood up but nothing else. My meat is still not 

listening to my soul. My whole body itches. It started because of the first medicine. Where is 

everyone? I feel so alone. Not lonely, just… alone. It hurts, my heart. I'm not sure of the cause. My 

parents… Oh, let it go. Just fall asleep and let it go. Forget. Forget the feeling, the memory, whatever it 

is that hurt you, forget. Sleepy, tired of being a blob of nothing. A blob of empty. A blob of heavy 

disgusting fatty meat.  

October 12, 11:05 PM 

Stop checking into my room, creep. It’s a fucking jail. A self-made jail. I wonder if it will hurt 

differently with a knife. Why am I so sick of people? Is it even real? This world… is it even real? I miss 

my ‘friends’, I miss 'people', I miss 'me'. I'm fucking tired of seeing them being all cheerful and smiling 

when they cause this pain. They don’t understand how hurt I am by their actions and then they act all 

innocent with their smiling faces every night to say goodnight, it makes me sick. It’s fucking creepy. 

Do you have fucking empathy? 

October 13, 10:17 PM 

My sibling isn't home, they’re on a business trip. Another psychiatrist appointment tomorrow. No 

improvement. I tried gaming. It feels like my soul is escaping from my body literally and figuratively.  

October 23, 03:51 AM 

I woke up some time ago and couldn't go back to sleep. I'm sleepy but random thoughts keep popping 

up. Stupid busy psychiatrist. They were late and always have something going on. Medicine is 

working but the problem isn't fixed, the source of my depression. So many broken people pretending to 

function properly and breaking others instead of fixing themselves. They weigh me down. Every time 

they interact with me my mood drops. They all feel like strangers. I don’t know them. I don’t 

understand them. They pretend to be happy when they’re not. If they’re really happy, what’s with all 

these complaints? What's with the running away talks? What's with the suicide talks? That's not what 

happy people would say. I didn’t understand it when I was younger.  

I was uncomfortable with their family, with my closeness to them. It made me sad. Parents… asking 

for communication when every time I say how I feel I always get cold responses. I don’t understand. 

They always ask me to listen, to talk to them but… they don’t change, they’re all talk. How the hell can 

I want to talk to them about anything? Even if I can take care of myself, I still have times I want to go 
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home. A place where I can feel comfortable without worries to recharge or regroup myself. But home 

is the problem. I alone have things I have to deal with and they make things worse by adding 

themselves as a problem.  

If they let me be I can probably manage my mental health. I just need quality peace and quiet. After 

that I’ll probably be able to focus and make decisions again. Right now, it’s as if the flow of water is 

blocked from reaching its destination. And I don't feel the same way as before, with my anger towards 

them. There was guilt and I felt bad but now I feel like I've seen them for what they are and it doesn't 

feel…wrong? To be angry at them. Because what I think about them is true. What I feel from their 

action is true. It makes me angry just thinking about it. 

Stupid busy doctor. Please pay some attention to me. I need help. I'm really considering suicide. Please 

take me seriously. These thoughts are based on facts, not merely distortion of thoughts. They trigger 

this depression. The distortion part is me being unable to help myself get out of it. Please help me.  

October 29, 10:44 PM 

I’m feeling really depressed all of a sudden. I had a strange dream last night. It was really scary. I 

realized it after I woke up and I guess it’s what’s ruining my mood. I wasn't going to write it but I guess 

I should.  

Apparently, there’s a secret child that my parents never told us. It came into existence from nothing. It 

wasn’t hidden or something. Literally, from non-existent to visible. We slowly accepted them into our 

lives. I just accepted it. It became attached. Their existence became dangerous for me. In my dream, I 

assumed or suspected that they were going to kill me. I thought it was chasing me and I ran to a busy 

street with people and cars. Driver, employees, and strangers tried to help me. Somehow, we all ended 

up in an informal made-up trial in an office. I can’t remember how it went but, in the end, no one took 

it seriously.  

I woke up with an unpleasant feeling and forced myself to start the day. I didn’t take the medicine for 

anxiety. I felt like I needed a break from it. Actually, I’m thinking to stop. Not because I’m cured but 

because I feel like it’s useless and I’m shit. I took the night one though. I’ll give it a shot again, it 

helped me sleep.  

I haven’t replied to my friend’s message. I don’t know what to say. I often think about people too. 

Guilt? Sadness? Longing? I don't know. Everything is far away again. I haven't made progress with 

narrative therapy. I’m just playing this game now, I’ve finished it twice. I want to sleep. I’m tired. Is 

the medicine working? I don’t know… enough. Sleep.  

Oh, I put a flower arrangement ( plastic) on an empty spot in my room last week. White cattail grass? 

baby aster? Violet? And chrysanthemum? I looked up flower meanings. I hope it will bring something 

good. Mother added some. They look beautiful. I like it.  
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NOVEMBER 

November 8, 10:02 PM 

Contemplating suicide. I'm just done. No one loves me. It’s not real. They are all fake. I need help. 

Please help me. Someone, please help me. I need help. Help me. Not one of them can see my pain. 

They don't think I matter. They don't take my feelings seriously. Again, I can't cry. Again, I have to put 

on a face. If I kill myself, they'll be happy, won't they? I'm just a lump of worthless meat. A piece of 

shit. A piece of worthless shit who’s not useful at all.  

November 15 10-11ish PM 

I'm trying to sleep. I've been playing that game again. I turned it off because it was getting to the scary 

level and it’s late, my eyes are too tired. I supposed to have an appointment with the psychiatrist 

tomorrow. I've been postponing it. Unsure. This family confuses me. They make me doubt if I should 

go or not. I’m in pain but they don’t take it seriously. I’m doubting myself. I’m not sure what to say, I 

was going to write something else but the thought disappeared right before I was about to write it 

down. My leg looks bad. I went to a clinic a couple of weeks ago because the blisters got quite big. I 

made another ‘mark’ recently. It’s really itchy. No one sees it. When they do, I say it’s allergy.  

I’m thinking about things that quickly dissolve. They just disappear like they don’t matter. I’m afraid 

to get disappointed again if I go to that psychiatrist. They seem caring whenever they speak to me but 

they’re busy and always late. Different thoughts are going around in my head. I’m sleepy. I have to 

drag myself to live another day. I don’t know what to do. I feel apathetic. Another day of shame, guilt, 

fear, etc… disappointment. Morning… just die already. What the fuck is with your existence? Just die.  

November 16, 08:20 PM 

They’re going to fucking tell me to smile when they take pictures again. I’m not even that angry 

anymore. I just drank the yellow pill. It’s been a while. I don’t know anything anymore. I feel like 

jumping off a building. Not caring. Stop moving, stay in bed. All those feelings and more at the same 

timeless. I feel like I'm nothing. More like I'm nothing than I'm empty. I just feel like… screw 

everyone. I want to leave. I'm going to leave. 

02:48 PM 

Untreated depression. Untreated anger. Pretend to have an okay face. Pretend pretend. Pretend. To be a 

decent person. Pretend to care. Pretend to smile. No one cares. No one in this house cares. No one in 

this family cares. No one in this world cares. No one cares. Die. Die. Self. die. Please please please 

give me the courage to kill myself. Please burn my things. Why live? What's the point? We only care 

about our feelings but we don't care about others' feelings. 



 64 

 

 



 65 

DECEMBER 

December 20, 8:00 AM 

I'm a worthless selfish piece of shit. I forgot about my sibling's birthday. I'm a piece of shit. Nothing 

matters. Every event in this household is sad. Pretend to smile in pictures. That's all. I'm sad. I’m 

disappointed at myself for forgetting their birthday. I could have cooked something for them, make 

those fudge I made before that they liked. 

I should really kill myself. I couldn’t make myself go outside and get it. I just need a tool. Everything 

else is ready. I don’t even care about notes. It's simple and straightforward. Only in a piece of paper, 

regular paper, and pen. I don't care about anything else. What's left is only to do it. I'm really 

disappointed with myself. How can I forget their birthday? I should at least burn myself. But the last 

burn hasn't healed and I'm out of the ointment. I don't deserve to live. I'm a worthless piece of shit. I'm 

sorry. I'm sorry. I love you so much. I'm sorry that I forgot, that I didn't make it a special day, that I 

haven't been being a good example for you. I'm sorry. I really should just die. Breathe. Wake up, put on 

a mask again. 

Same day 

I'm not sure what to write. I want to but I feel like it's the same thing. Nothing has changed, still can't 

decide on what to do, still idle, still 'lazying around’, still locking myself away from the world, still 

burning, still thinking about suicide, still depressed. No medicine and the doctor is careless. I can’t 

decide anything. I asked a friend about renting a room but it doesn’t feel right either. I don't regret the 

decisions I’ve made until now so what's wrong? There's something wrong but I don't know what. Is 

there nothing wrong? And I feel pressured to find something wrong? So what if I'm like this? I 

honestly don't feel unhappy. Sure, I can't move but I know I will. Parents make me feel like shit, that's 

really the only thing. I can't write anymore, no desire.  

December 22, 11:11 AM 

It's unfortunate to live in fear, it's not the kind of life I want. And forcing people to love you is living in 

fear. Pity. I pity. Breathe. Enough. Just do what you wish and need to do. You know what's best for 

you. Close your ears from people. Someday… I'll do all I can until then.  

December 26 10:00-ish morning 

I want to bang my head on the table. I want to beat myself up and kill myself so I don't have to interact 

with them. A break? What the fuck. It's not a break when the cause of my stress is with me. Why would 

I want to go on a trip with the source of my stress???!?!!?!? 

December 27? 10:40 something PM 
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I'm not feeling well. My throat hurts, I feel dizzy, my nose itches, spirit drained. But I feel a little 

recharged because I got to talk to an old friend. They’re an optimist. I know they have problems but 

they’re the kind of person who makes efforts to solve their issues so it’s nice to talk to them. They’re 

doing their best, I want to do my best too.  

I made plans to meet a friend tomorrow morning but they haven’t replied… or more like, I didn’t check 

my phone so I don’t know. And there’s a family thing I’m told to go to. Everyone will be there, I don’t 

want to go. We had another fight because they forced me to go. They said I’m ungrateful. They never 

care about the effect of their words. They say I’m the only one saying hurtful things. Everything I say 

is a reaction, they did it first. Somehow they can’t see it. Of course I would want to distance myself 

from that. There are worse parents. If they physically abuse me or neglect me or do worse things that 

people can see, if I run away or stand up to them, I’d be brave. How it is now, I’m just a spoiled, 

ungrateful, fucking coward. I was taken care of, everything I needed was paid for, I’m fed, I shouldn’t 

complain. I can’t complain, I should only feel guilt and I do feel guilty.  

We’re just different people with different values. That’s it. I say a lot of things when I’m angry but… 

it’s not a lie but… it’s not that I don’t respect them or love them. It’s just really hard when they don’t 

understand how different we are. They keep forcing me to be like them. There are all kinds of people in 

the world, I don’t see why we have to force ourselves to be the same. It doesn’t even make me happy, 

doesn’t it matter? Doesn’t my happiness matter? Why am I being forced to ‘erase’ myself, claiming 

it’s for my happiness when I’m clearly unhappy? It doesn’t make sense.  

We limit ourselves too much so just let go and do whatever you want, even if it takes a lot of detours. 

Parents said I limit myself by saying it's because of them that I don't want to do anything. Parents never 

want to take any blame because after all, they blame everyone and everything else but themselves. I 

wish they're not so clingy. If only they’re happy themselves and don’t latch on to other people to make 

them happy, I won’t feel so drained being with them.  

I feel so tired every time I’m around them, talking to them. Parents put so much pressure on their 

children even before they were born. And afterward, they use their children to escape or to heal them. 

They want me to make them happy. They want to live their life through me. They want me to provide 

for them, to take care of them when they’re old. These expectations exist from before I was born. I 

know it. So what about my existence? Does my life matter? My thoughts? My desires? Can’t I exist for 

myself? It’s tiring to fill up someone’s cup when it’s always empty. Even when I’m far away I can still 

feel their expectations of me.  

Everything itches. Runny nose, itchy nose, itchy throat, itchy eyes. I don't feel well at all. And it 

stresses me out that they will think I’m just faking it. They always think badly of me. No matter how 

much they cover it, I can tell. It shows. I’ve seen it so many times on their faces.  

December 28 9:00-ish AM 
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I've been lying in bed, I'm still not feeling well. I want to stay at home. I’m waiting for them to leave 

but maybe they’re waiting for me to come out of the room. I really don’t feel well and I don’t want to 

go. I hear their fucking footsteps. And there it is, the waterworks and the guilt-tripping. Manipulative 

as always. They only care about how they feel. They don’t care if it hurts me as long as I put on a smile 

in front of all those people. I have to toughen up. They’re crying and screaming. Jerk. Asshole. I can’t 

stand them at all. I can’t stand them at all.  

I feel sad that I'm disappointing my sibling. They opened my door and scolded me. They don't 

understand. It's clear that they're unhappy to begin with, I’ve heard the stories. Go ahead and make me 

the black sheep. Go ahead and blame me. Go ahead and think shit about me. Go ahead and say I'm a 

bad person. Go ahead and say I'm evil. Go ahead and say I'm heartless. None of you understand.  

I DID TALK! I DID SAY SOMETHING! YOU PULL THIS 'OH IM SAD. OH YOU DON'T LOVE 

US' FACE HOW THE FUCK CAN I VOICE WHAT I WANT WHEN YOU JERKS ARE DAMN 

EMOTIONALLY MANIPULATIVE???  

You don't listen. I say something, you forget. I say something you say" but…" " I don't understand" so 

what can I say then? Yes, I am hurt. But… let it go, I guess. I am my own happiness and I am happy 

right now that I got to stay in a house. And I don’t want to kill myself anymore because I found a goal 

to pursue. I still want to get the tool though. Father said I'm going to hell because of how I’m acting. 

I'm going to hell anyway for this depression.  

Calm down. calm down.  

December 30, 01:53 PM 

These assholes are home what the fuck. Just enjoy your life, travel, go away. I wish they leave me 

alone.  

December 31, 05:07 PM 

New years eve. I made plans with my best friend but I'm not feeling it right now. We were going to 

reserve a restaurant but everything was booked. And then we said we’ll watch a movie and eat at their 

house. I was okay with it but now I don't really feel like it. Going there feels like a hassle. And I don’t 

want to talk to their family. They told me mother asked their mother about me and father asked them to 

hang out with me. Fuck you. That’s fucking embarrassing.  

Should I do some new year shits? Like making resolutions and stuff… does it matter? I kinda want to. 

Plans plans plans… Things happen, things change, you meet people, you experience things. Asking for 

five, ten years plan, are you kidding me? What if I find something better that I never knew before? 

I really want to be alone tonight. And I still don’t feel well anyway. I just want to read and sleep. It was 

great to be alone in the house when everyone else was away on the trip. They told me to go but I stayed 
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in bed. They cried and yelled, saying I was shit and arrogant or something. I was daydreaming… if 

they kick me out of the house, I’ll bring nothing but some money, something sharp, and matches. I’ll 

buy oil and find a secluded place where I can be alone. My stuff is taken care of and I’ll leave a note on 

how to dispose of my other stuff. Good plan. Goodbye.  

I’ll start life tomorrow. It’s just another mood drop.  

Nighttime 

I don’t care that they’re alone tonight. I said, let’s do something on another day. I asked to meet 

tomorrow but their family moved their dinner to tomorrow. I do feel bad. I don’t know why I’m just 

feeling… selfish? Detached? I honestly just want to sleep already. I’m feeling sleepy and heavy. I just 

want to lay down. I'm really… disappointed at people. That's the right feeling, disappointed. I just want 

to be myself. Why do I have to feel bad about it? Why the fuck do I have to feel guilty being happy on 

my own? I'm not even doing anything horrible, just reading, writing, calming myself down. I'm 

thinking to just sleep for now and wake up later to read. It's uncomfortable thinking they are around. I 

feel suffocated with them. The sweet smell of aromatherapy. My room is the best. I think they're going 

somewhere. I hope so. 

I feel bad leaving them alone. Maybe they're sad right now.  

Bang! Bang! Bang! Colors in the sky. Midnight, 12 o'clock. Alone in the room of hope. 

Bang! Bang! Midnight, coming. Hours, waiting. For colors in the sky. 

Bang! Love waited, passed, the year's last gasp. 

Midnight, midnight. Dying colors in the sky. 

I was going to write another poem but I'm out of emotion. I'm about to sleep but before I forget, last 

night I dreamed… never mind, I can't remember. But I remember waking up in the middle of the night 

after the dream and thinking 'holy shit that was cool'. I wanted to write it down but I guess I was still 

sleeping and didn't do it ( I mean I was half asleep ). Happy new year. Nothing special. Goodnight.  
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“ I’m a resilient and diligent person” 
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JANUARY 

January 3, 12:45 PM 

Is life even worth living?  

January 17, 04:15 PM 

Still the same question: is life worth living?  

There’s an odd lump in my house, it made noises. It’s round and smooth and nice and hollow. This 

lump of meat. What a piece of shit. What should I write? I feel like small knives are swimming around 

in my torso randomly scarring my organs. Scarring my organs. Scarring my organs. I feel the need to 

make this clear: I feel as if small knives are swimming inside my torso scarring my organs. I keep 

feeling like I need to make it clear: I feel as if small knives are swimming inside my torso scarring my 

organs. I feel as if I swallowed needles and it's spreading around in my body, poking me, creating 

holes, hurting me by poking me and creating holes in me. I can't continue to write because it scares me. 

Maybe I'm scared? Lazy? Afraid? Am I really lazy? Is it really because I'm lazy? I don't think so. I just 

feel like everything is meaningless and I don't know how to proceed.  

Job-wise… I just need some time. I want to take some classes but I don't want to be wasteful with my 

money. I don't have much. I can still leech off my parents by living here. Parents keep forcing me to 

find a job. I think it's so they can leech off me. I don't and won't ask them for money anymore. I just 

need some time. I feel angry right now. I want everyone to leave me alone. I want to move away, that's 

why I don't want to spend money right now. 

I feel the urge to burn myself again, to feel something. I'm conflicted and in pain, because I need to be 

presentable, I can’t have these weird scars. I have nothing else but appearance but even this isn't 

enough. I just keep thinking about suicide. I just need to clean up and leave a message when I have the 

tool. I feel suffocated. I think if I die my family won't be sad. They will just be glad that there's no more 

human waste. Their hugs always feel empty. 

January 22, 12:35 AM 

Sometimes, there are things I feel I can't write in here. I wonder if it's because I don't want to admit it or 

face it. Like, if I write exactly as it is, I'll see something I don't want to see. Maybe I should try it. I 

forgot what I was going to write, maybe I fell asleep. I'm still a shut-in. I watched another show today. 

I'm running out of good shows. Sleepy… sleepy… I should buy a new journal soon. And shampoo.  

January 22, 11:10 PM 
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Finally, some communication opened. A friend told me they’re hanging out with the others today and 

asked if I wanted to come but since I ignored my phone, I didn’t receive it. I'm not sure of anything. It's 

on and off. It's up and down. The happy or okay feeling is not consistent.  

I received an email from one of my references. I emailed back. I was nervous. It’s like I’m always on 

edge. Social anxiety, I guess. Scared. Scared of having to meet people, of being judged. I’m fat. My 

body is ugly. My face is ugly. My skin is full of marks. My eyes are bad and there are dark circles 

under it. My body is tired from lack of exercise and movement. My hair is shit. I'm unemployed. I stay 

in and watch TV shows. I'm afraid of what they think. If I say I'm not okay, I'm afraid they’ll ignore 

me, or maybe they have always hated me. I’m tired of caring about these worthless things.  

I'm tired of myself. I’m tired of lying. I'm tired of being insecure. I'm tired of watching porn. I'm tired 

of not dating anyone. I'm tired of not giving it a chance. I'm tired of being scared of initiating stuff. I'm 

tired of feeling inadequate. Maybe that's enough. I don't know if there's more but… I don't know if I'm 

afraid to write more or if that's it. There are things I want, I'm just afraid to pursue it. There are people 

I'm afraid to lose but I'm afraid to open up. I'm not sure what to do. How to face my fear and move on. 

Before all this, I guess I didn’t realize when I was afraid. But now… it feels like I can see it and see the 

cause of fear. It's so clear to me and I'm even more afraid. Now I have to face it. If I don't, I will suffer 

from its nagging.  

I have to face my friends next week. I told one of them that my life is a mess right now. I didn’t say a 

lot. I’m scared that it was weird of me to share that. I always try to keep an image that I have it all 

figured out. Admitting that there's something wrong to others is uncomfortable. What if they talk badly 

about me to others instead? That other friend too, I know I was cold to them. They rarely contact me 

now. But I don't care, they always dismissed how I feel when I talk about it with stupid jokes. 

Laughing at nothing. I'm tired but I'm still waiting for this game to load.  

I'm re-reading this book. It helped me before. It gave me some direction, some goals, and 

encouragement. I’m hoping it will help me now too. What I have is depression. I'm just doing my best 

to take action even if it's small instead of being stuck in my head. It's really hard, getting out of this 

negative mental state is really hard. No one around me understands. Talking to them tires me. It makes 

me feel hopeless and meaningless like there's no future. But… it might be the depression taking 

control, giving shadow to my perspective. 

Parents’ habit of worrying still creeps me out. I can feel it whenever they wander in front of my door. 

Please leave. Stop asking people other than mental health practitioners to 'help' me. They don't help, 

just saying shitty things. I have to get out of this house. 

January 29, 08:35 AM 

Help me, please. Living a meaningless life of worry and fear. Help me, please. I want to be better. 
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FEBRUARY 

February 1, 11:06 AM 

I'm so pissed. They’re an hour late. They fucking told me to wake up early. I haven't written in a while 

so I'll write while I'm waiting for this friend. I met some friends at a coffee shop last Tuesday. I had a 

pretty good time. We chatted about work and school days. I said I work from home. It wasn’t really a 

lie, I just don’t work as much as I claim. I can't remember if I told them about the depression. I think I 

did, a little. They asked me to meet again on Thursday but I canceled because I wasn't feeling it.  

I'm irritable lately. I’ve been eating junk food. And it might be my soap but my body is itching. I 

changed it because it was cheaper. It smells really strong, I might be allergic. I can write more about 

job applications and other 'normal' stuff but maybe I'm scared. I don't know. It’s a blur every time I 

want to think or write about it. The parents are still the same. They say it's because they're old but that's 

not true. There are many parents their age that are livelier. I don't know. They only care about their 

pride, about how people see them. That's what I think. Money isn't enough. Material isn't enough.  

February 3, 10:12 PM 

I made plans to go on a morning walk with a friend tomorrow but I don't feel like going. I don't want to 

go. I just finished this show. It was such a roller coaster and I hated some stuff but in the end, 

everything was worth it. I was waiting for a character like this. I want to scream thinking about it. I 

even clapped at some scenes. My favorite will always top it but I really like this one.  

About this friend, they’re easygoing but I feel like I’m forcing myself to befriend them. They don’t get 

me and can’t read situations. Whenever I vent to them they always take it so lightly and make these 

jokes. I feel like we can only have a professional relationship. I only want to talk to them if it's 

work-related. I don't know what to do right now. I feel trapped by parents, friends, strangers. How can 

I be free from this? These attachments feel forced and it makes me unhappy.  

I thought I deserve punishment because I'm bad. Wanting things for yourself is bad. Thinking about 

my worth is bad. Am I bad? My anxiety is getting better but what to do about tomorrow? I really don't 

want to see anyone. Right now, I think I'm stuck in a comfort zone, like a scene in this cartoon where 

the cross-dressing kid got stuck in a huge fluffy monster in their apartment. The kid was just being 

comforted by the fluffy feeling and got sucked in. Stuck. There I am.  

Next day 08:30 PM 

I don't know what to do. Why is the feeling of wanting to get a normal job is so fleeting? I spent today 

watching another show. I looked up a job I was interested in but I got scared of the salary. If I'm alone, 

I don't worry. I just go ahead and apply for this job. But I have to consider my family too.  
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The parent said something that makes me feel like my life is worthless. They might as well say they 

regret bringing me to life. To acknowledge my being, my personality, my mind, my thoughts, my 

opinions, any kind of effort I make in life, they make it all worthless. They don't see my value as a 

human being at all. I bet they see people as objects… me, an object called a child.  

You're right. I don't respect you. I don't respect you because you never respected me. Another fight. I 

was so angry my hand moved to their neck. What makes you think you can demand something from 

me that you yourself aren't willing to give. Respect. Privacy. You always disregard others' feelings. 

Your actions are based on others' opinions of you. It's all for your own satisfaction.  

They used to get angry so easily and horribly that I’m easily scared. And now they act like they’re 

some saintly person as if they’ve never done anything wrong. I don’t condemn change for the better 

but you can’t just expect things to go the way you want when you’ve hurt someone else. Action has 

consequences and those consequences are often permanent, that’s why doing the right thing matters. 

That’s a life lesson. Why am I teaching you this? You’re the parent.  

I don't want to use a pencil because it fades easily. I managed to skip the date. I only want to watch 

shows today. I found a room in a good location. I haven’t seen the pictures but it’s my friend’s 

relative’s place so I feel okay with it. I have to get out of this house or I won't be able to move on with 

my life. 

February 5, 10 PM maybe? 

My phone is out of reach so I'm not sure of the time and date but I think it's correct. My stomach hurts 

because of that laxative I've been taking. My diet is poor, I haven't eaten a lot of vegetables too. I ate 

the pills this morning after breakfast. It's wrong. I should have eaten it before bed last night. I reached 

my weight goal. I'm happy. For the first time, I weigh close to my sibling. Every time we meet they 

always ask it.  

My best friend is obsessed with their weight. They're really skinny. They said they gained abs. It 

inspired me so I started exercising again today. I had felt my abs getting toned from an exercise set I 

tried before so I'm going to try it again. I have a new goal at least. My arm is ugly, my pecks, my fat 

rubbing thigh, and bulging stomach. I want the ideal body. I feel like everything else will feel 

meaningless if I don't achieve this first, even about finding a job. I want this because I need this to be 

able to show myself to anyone. I just feel ugly, too ugly to go out to the world.  

February 6, 10:27 PM 

I just need a way to make money. I’m thinking but there’s not much else in there. That reference finally 

answered my email after I sent another one. It feels great. I want to learn some new skills. I just lack the 

money to enroll in classes. I have to figure out a way to make money independently. These 

corporations, they just use you and waste you away. It doesn’t make sense. There are better ways to do 
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things and they choose not to do it. Anyway, I need to clean up. Maybe tomorrow or Monday, after I'm 

done with this book I’m reading. 

February 9, 05:48 AM 

I had a fucking nightmare. I can't remember the details but my parents treated me like shit because I 

didn't answer my phone? It's fading away but… it's not that different from real life. They try to confine 

me and I try to free myself. I'm really upset now because I remember the feeling. They are pieces of 

shits for being angry at me over that. In my dream, they even try to break their car for some reason and 

to break my phone with it. 

Anyway, I found a room to rent, maybe I already mentioned it. But I'm short on money. I don't know 

what to do. I have an exact amount, should I use it all for rent? Normally, you should find a job first but 

my parents want to get involved in my shit. They'll ask this and that. They hinder my growth as a 

person. They scare me. What do I do to fix this? Why are they like that? There's nothing bad in what I 

want AT ALL! It’s just different from their idea of 'normal'. Why do they need to be so negative? I 

need to forget about it and focus on my goals.  

February 12, 08:01 PM 

I just realized that this is the last page. I need a new journal. I was in the middle of watching something 

and suddenly wanted to write. I had junk food again, burgers with fries and coke, and some chocolate 

ice cream. It cost me a lot. Parent gave me some money. They said they'll have more to give me later. 

I accepted the money but I wasn't happy with their reaction or attitude at all. I know what I am. They’re 

a wuss. They treat me like a kid. They shouldn't. I’ve had jobs. I know the ‘real’ world you talk about. 

IT'S NOT ABOUT THE MONEY! I don’t HAVE to struggle to live in the ‘real’ world. 

I know what I am right now but I have my reason and their idea of me is really stupid! I don't feel free 

writing knowing there's little space. I'm trying to think if there's anything important to write for now. I 

feel like there is but I can't think right now. I hope I'll remember when I get a new journal. Pain is 

like… sour candy, maybe? Once in a while, people indulge in it, physical or emotional. Sometimes I 

crave for it, the sour candy. Sometimes it feels good to eat something sour. The emotional pain. It’s just 

a feeling. Music helps. It’s as satisfying as eating.  

Why are people a burden… always unhappy and spread that unhappiness around. That kind of pain, I 

don't enjoy. That kind of pain is not pleasant. This is it for now. Also, this journal is full of animosity. 

Just horrible, negative existence. I'll make an effort to write happy things in the next one. I'm gaining 

my strength. I'm becoming stronger.  

February 12, 10:42 PM 
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I'm just hurt. I'm afraid to want. I'm afraid to wish. Everything is so fleeting. Everything… passes by 

and changes. I'm learning to ride the wave. I miss being in love. I don't love anything right now except 

for my goal. My goal is my crush. That's all. And I want to keep learning. Learn everything about the 

world. To understand. That's what I want. I found a destination, my current goal.  

I feel like going to sleep. I am not tired but my eyes are. It's like that from seeing the screen all the time. 

I just really need to write. Parent tried to talk to me again about getting a job. I don't want to work with 

people they know. I don't want to have a conversation with them at all. It's not possible but I desire to 

sever ties with them. I'll help them financially when I can but other than that, we don't have anything in 

common. Things like talking about life or sharing what's going on in my life or anything like that, I 

don't desire it.  

It's painful talking to them or even being around them because they don't listen and they don't 

understand. If I talk or write about it I’ll cry. It's something I've been dealing with all my life. It's 

painful so I don't want to. Talking to them makes me feel lonely. It's painful so I don't want to. I don't 

want to write further because I'm starting to feel the pain. It's not a pleasant pain. I want to keep writing 

but…it feels like it won't be enough.  

'I should just kill myself,' I still have that thought. It's still in my head. I don't care about anyone or 

anything. If my freedom is not fulfilled, then I will kill myself. That's what I have been thinking.  

February 14, 10:52 PM 

I just realized it's Valentine's day but it doesn't mean anything. I've been eating junk food and watching 

shows. Food is still tasteless… home or bought. They taste like nothing. I'm sleepy. I'll sleep. 

Next morning around 9-10 maybe 

I worry about my reference letter. I don't want to bother them too much but I really need it and they 

have to personalize it. Is it wrong? Why is it such a bad thing to do what I want? To want to do what 

makes me feel fulfilled? I woke up with one of my eyes red. It's blurry now. I've been having problems 

with my eyes. I think it's because of the computer screen. I don't know what to do about it. Life is a 

hassle because of people. All these relationships are just a burden. I guess I should be positive about it. 

It will be so much easier to live without attachments. I want to cut them all off, attachments. 

Attachments are a heavy burden.  

The same day I think. Nighttime 

I went out today. No one was around so I felt comfortable walking around the neighborhood. I got red 

eyes all day, my right one. I stopped by a bookstore and bought a notebook and stationary. I bought 

some ice cream, the rest is the same, watching shows and reading. I'm excited about the journal. I want 

to write more positive things in the new one so I'll write this entry here. The new journal cover says 
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'life is a journey, enjoy the ride.' Something like that. It fits what I need, I guess. It's like it was 

encouraging me when I saw it so I picked that one. I feel depressed today but I'm too tired to write. My 

eyes feel strange too. I'll fill the pages with some random things. I also have to finish the books on my 

nightstand.  

February 16, 04:19 PM 

I accomplished some stuff today. I don't want to write much since I'm just trying to finish up this 

journal and some shows. I plan to take a nap, just a bit, to rest my eyes. I have things to do later on. 

Family… same old same old. Friends… I got invited to go out but I declined. I had a proper reason, I 

had work to do and I was dieting. I'll go out with them next time. What should I fill these pages with? 

I don't feel like drawing or writing anything meaningful. My goals? Oh, I just remember I wanted to 

look for a swim shirt. I'll write again later. I found my sibling's but it was all worn out. There's another 

thing I want to write, about the people who scammed my parents but I'm not in the mood for that.  

February 17, 2 AM maybe 

My first entry on this nice journal ( it says 'life is a journey, enjoy the ride' on the cover). It's more like 

a notebook but I'm using it as a journal. My eyes are tired. I'm sleepy but I wasn't sleepy a moment ago 

so I started this entry. But now I'm feeling sleepy. I finished something today and submitted it to a 

competition. It's not my best work but I feel like I should submit something even if it's bad, as long as 

it's finished because if I don't, I might never do it. I know it’s bad but I'm quite satisfied with it. It's a 

trial child, a practice child, a start to more things to come. It was a good practice. I'll do better next 

time. There's more to write but I think I'm okay now. I can sleep. I'm already really sleepy now. There 

are so many things to do, I've been so overwhelmed. I finally feel like I’m having some kind of a 

breakthrough. 

Around 10 PM night 

I’m already sleepy. My new router hasn't been delivered yet. I hope it will arrive tomorrow. I got 

another email from another reference today. Other than that, not much else. I'm not sure what I want to 

do. I guess I’m worried my efforts will be worthless. There are so many things I'm afraid of these days. 

And fewer things I want to write or talk about. At the end of the day though, if all fails, I'll just… . I feel 

like I’ll have nothing else to live for if my current goal won't be achieved. The only thing I worry about 

if I do that is my sibling. I love them so much and they're my favorite person. If I so it I worry it will 

affect them badly… it probably will. I hope they're strong enough to turn it into power and motivation 

in living their life. I still hate the parents. Anyway, I said I want to fill these pages with positive ( or 

neutral ) things so I won't get into it right now… hopefully, anymore. 

I plan to go to my best friend's house tomorrow night. They said they got a stomach infection 

yesterday. They don't eat much and take laxatives all the time. I feel so upset that they're sick. I knew… 

and I kinda followed their example. It's wrong. I knew. For them too. I'll stop. I feel like I ended up 
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eating more because I depend on the laxative to take care of it. To be honest, I still plan to use it but I 

want to make a proper plan before that. I'll find out if I'll be happy or not when I reach that number on 

the scale. Then, hopefully, I'll have more confidence in myself. I'm getting sleepy and things I want to 

write are hiding away so I'll just sleep. Good night.  

February 18 7 morning 

Good morning! 

I'm still thinking about what I thought last night. Oh, I had a funny dream. There were a lot of people 

and some famous singer… I can't remember most of it now. I only remember one scene where they 

were using a ping pong paddle to eat and it was supposed to make their voice smoother? But their voice 

still sucked. A lot of people from the video they were making had bad voices. That's all I can 

remember. There was another dream about buying alcohol from a supermarket but my coins were from 

foreign country. I'd like to write more about my dreams but I don't remember and I'm too lazy right 

now.  

I want to apply to this thing but I'm not sure what I think or feel about it. I wonder if I should apply to 

many places or focus on a few that I'm really interested in. It might make me feel safer but none of 

these options make me feel settled. I'm scared… of rejection, what if I get rejected from the one I want? 

I'm nervous and scared. I'm mostly scared I won’t get anything and end up stuck in this house. I want to 

leave badly but I have to remove myself from this house to be able to start moving. I'm scared to ask for 

the reference letter, scared to impose on them but I need more. At the same time, I realize it's really 

silly to be scared. I have to do it anyway. I'm nervous. Break, I'll wash my face and stuff.  

06:10 evening 

The router arrived. It didn't work…sucks! The light didn't change. I have to watch something else, the 

episodes didn’t load. I need the internet. I'm too lazy to move my computer around and I don't want to 

leave my room. I'm supposed to meet my best friend later but they haven't replied. But I also feel 

lethargic and I just want to watch my shows and read. I'll wait to see if I'll end up going. 

I still feel hate towards my parents. Every time I see their faces and hear their voices in an imaginary 

argument, or more like real past arguments that popped up in my head, I get angry and seriously want 

to punch or break something. I wish we have similar values. I feel sorry for my siblings. I will just kill 

myself. I have to. They finally replied. But I'm feeling lethargic so I said I can’t go. My stomach feels 

bad. I'm sure it's because I ate some shitty food again. I'm so disgusted at myself. What I ate today was 

really disgusting. Lately, I feel the urge to make myself throw up after eating again. I desperately want 

to reach my ideal weight. This is good. This is a goal. 

February 20, 00.00 it was seconds away from changing days 
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My writing is kind of messy because my index finger is wrapped in a bandage. It's itching and 

scalping? I went to a dermatologist, they said it's due to detergent or soap. I've done my best to take 

care of it but this is really inconvenient. I was really scared ( now too) about the future. Today, that 

nosy person my parents called came up to my room. Thankfully, it was a short talk. They told me about 

this scholarship because I’ve mentioned something about going back to school. They messaged me 

before but I never replied and blocked them. I hate nosy people who don't know what's going on but 

carelessly sprout 'positive' things. I kept the information though because it seems useful and I'm 

thankful for it. But, just like other ignorant people, this person just casually says "oh it's easy. All you 

have to do is a test and an interview". Yeah, right. To apply for these things you need a proposal, 

recommendation letters, and other documents. Not to mention the application fee. Test and interview 

are stressful enough, asking for recommendations from professors or teachers you don't even make any 

connection with during your time in school are stressful too. There aren’t many teachers I can contact. 

Not knowing anything but giving false hope. It will only hurt more. After that, I got nervous, worried 

about what I should do. 

Ah, I'm nervous. How to decide and how to calm myself? I feel like I know the answer but I either don't 

want to admit or go through with it or it's still hidden or buried somewhere in my mind. What is the 

best thing to do? What is the right thing to do? I like doing things on my own so genuine emotional 

support is all I need. I really want that right now. Just that, when I know what to do I’ll do the work 

myself. I still want to write but I'm feeling sleepy. I guess I'll sleep. Good night.  

06:46 AM 

Good morning! I'm hungry. There's no food in the kitchen. Usually, there's at least a banana but there's 

none today. I was thinking to watch a movie and eat something good today. My finger is still itching.  

Last night's dream was… okay. It wasn't strange or amazing so I don't remember much. Cartoon-like 

dream with superpowers. My sibling (not a real sibling) was able to read people's desires. They fought 

with two others. I got separated and thrown into someone's house with one of them. The person knew 

who we were and we realized we were in trouble or something. And then I woke up. Dreams are really 

fun regardless of what it is. It's like your own mini ( or not mini) adventure. I have to get another 

number. Parent gave my number to that nosy person and I want a separate one for the family. They 

don't get it. Don't decide what I believe in! They make me so tired because I get worked up on my own. 

What do I do now? I want to request for more reference letter but I'm scared. What do I do now? I 

didn’t reply to some friends again. I'm just… I wish I have busy parents. I only need their money, not 

their attention. With parents who can't empathize, their attention is destructive instead. I feel sorry for 

them both. I can't respect them because I feel sorry for them instead. What should I eat? 

10:41 
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I guess… I thought about what to do, the whole day today. I ended up with the conclusion that I’ll 

focus on one application to the one I want. I do have a backup plan. I' m all nervous. It doesn’t feel like 

‘this is it!’ Even if I apply to many places, I think the feeling will still be the same. 

My best friend didn't reply at all. If they're mad, I understand. I was mean and I actually didn’t care that 

they were sick. It’s just that… I’m feeling apathetic. I care less and less about anything, especially 

people. Even if I realize it, I can’t help it. People… I just feel like I'm really sick of everyone. Like, 

everyone is pretending anyway. And always expecting something out of you. They’re just waiting for 

me to get out of this so they can ask me to do something for them. Like this one who wouldn’t listen to 

my mental health or family issues but always ask about jobs. They want to escape theirs, hoping I have 

an answer. They want me to have a way out so they can join me. 

There's a fluid-filled bump on my index finger, it itches and a bit painful. Not exactly painful, more 

like burn or sting. Gross. My thumb was gross too. I hope this will be over soon. I don't want to spend 

money on a doctor. Taking laxatives again. Right now, I don't want to go out of the house because I'm 

ugly. I wrote a note on a sticky pad and put it on the wall near the door. It says, 'if things don't work out, 

… .' Today, the desire appears in my mind again. 

I can’t think about having a life partner. Maybe I actually feel hopeless about it, why do I bother 

looking for someone or I’m not going to find who will accept me. Even if I like someone, they might 

not be like what I think. People often fall for an ideal, don’t they? Me too. I liked someone who was a 

good person but I never did anything because I didn’t think they’d like me. I wasn’t their type 

physically. Not at all. I do wonder what they think of me, if they’re’ attracted even a little. These 

romantic feelings I have for people, I always doubt it. Is it even real? They never last. 

February 21, 03:54 AM I guess 

I have to write this dream before I forget. It was a really fun dream with wizards and helping them fight 

their enemies. There was also a dream of spending time with my sibling. A series of happy dreams. I 

was really sad when I woke up.  

February 24, 10:41 PM 

My laptop is in a tragic state. It's as fragile as me ( currently). I want to just toss it away but I don't have 

money to buy a new one. I don't even have money to fix it. I have some money, I just don't want to use 

it for that. Or more like, I hope I don't have to use it for that. I want to use it for when I can move out. 

The internet connection is also depressing.  

I applied for some jobs. A few are very… outgoing. I thought if I get it, it will help my future 

applications. There's a class I'm interested in too but after counting how much money I have, I can't 

enroll. It's also really far so I will have to spend money on transportation.  
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Yesterday, my best friend and I went to the movies. I hate this story but I'll write it. I went to their 

house and accidentally broke their water tap. Their mother was so mad before knowing it was me and 

after I apologized they calmed down and didn't make a fuss anymore because it was me. I feel like shit. 

I don't want to go there anymore. It was so embarrassing.  

All I want is for someone to feel sorry for me, and hug me, and comfort me, and make me feel safe. I 

cried heavily just now. I cried in the afternoon too. I just randomly cry any day anytime. It was so 

lonely and painful without anyone comforting me. I feel calm, though. Seeing the cover of this journal 

also made me feel better. Like…yeah, I'm sad but it's part of life. It’s acceptance, I guess. I can only 

hope that I get through this as someone better. I'm so tired. My eyes hurt. I want to sleep but I kinda 

want to write more. But it’s too painful… I need to sleep or read something to calm myself.  

… 

To them I pray to take my pain away. Help me realign with how I imagined myself to be. Rid the pills 

and the lists. Let this body feel the defeat it seeks. The things I’d like to keep for my sanity’s sake. 

Because I know it will never disappear, it will never leave at will, it will never let me steer, only allow 

me to fear.  

February 27, 10:24 PM 

I don't know what to say. Nothing of importance today. I applied to some jobs. I'm scared. I bought 

some work clothes… not like it matters. It feels wrong wearing that uptight thing. I want to write more 

but I'm getting sleepy. Maybe another day. I asked for another reference letter. I was scared and 

nervous. What if I was rude? What if they can't? what if they think I'm annoying? Troublesome? Rude? 

Those things. 

February 28, 00.07 AM 

A friend talked to me. They bring up a good point. Even if I get a high-paying job, I will look for other 

opportunities with a better work environment. I intended to sleep earlier but it's nice to talk to 

someone. There are reasons for my decisions, reasons I can use to explain to people who demand it. 

But that doesn't matter. I don't think there's right or wrong here… at all. Life is what we make it, right? 

YOU CAN DO WHATEVER YOU WANT. LIVE HOWEVER YOU WANT. There are repeats, 

mistakes, failures… they're okay to experience. I guess sometimes I don't believe it myself. Or it's that 

lack of confidence thing again. But some people also make me feel like I'm making mistakes all the 

time even if they can't even read my mind or foresee my future. I'm really sleepy. I'm going to pee and 

then sleep.  

February 29, 10:53 PM 
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I'm so tired of being afraid. I’m tired of panicking at every little thing. This life is tiring. Thing is, I 

know it's not like that. I know that this state is temporary. I'm just waiting until everything turns 

around. I'm just confused, worried, scared. It's normal, I should remind myself that these feelings are 

normal.  

I have a job interview on Thursday. We'll see what happens. 'I don't want to work' has never been the 

case or my reason to stay home. I don't know what to do anymore. Life doesn't feel real. I've been 

saying I'm scared but it feels like it's a different emotion now. I don't know what I want anymore and I 

can't differentiate between what I want and what I'm supposed to want? 

I also feel lonely some times. I like being alone but I do want a family someday. But who will accept 

me in this state? I feel like I’m worth shit right now. The parent said I made them feel like shit. Well, 

you’ve made me like shit my whole life so I can't feel sorry for you. Enough. It's tiring to think 

negatively. I cause my own feelings, I guess, but still… enough about them. I’m tired of fighting.  

11:26 PM 

I really like this band. Their songs are really good. These music, movies, fantasies… we can cry over 

these, feel over these. They’re another beings’ issues and we’re allowed to feel for them. My own 

issues are never big enough, never important enough for me to feel anything about it. I’m never 

allowed to cry or get angry or whatever over my own issues. It’s never big enough, never important 

enough… dismiss it. Dismiss all feelings. They’re not important enough. They don’t matter enough.  

I guess I'll sleep. It feels like there's more to talk about but maybe all I want is to complain. Let's just 

hope for the best. I've been reading this self-help and spiritual books. They help.  
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MARCH 

March 2, 10:14 PM 

I was thinking of writing suicide notes. One general and one for individuals. My best friend gets one. 

My sibling gets one. The general one is for the other family members to put them at ease. Not believing 

in anything is confusing. I got it ready… I think I can use it. I have to test it first. And then prepare: 

write letters, clean up the room, burn stuff. I want to write more but I'm really sleepy. I ate too much 

today. Sleep all day!  

March 3, 09:49 AM 

I am depressed. I'm supposed to have that job interview today but I didn't go. I asked a friend to go with 

me. They agreed. But I canceled yesterday. The salary is too low, I won't be able to move out. I'm not 

sure what I want or what I'm going to do anymore. Okay, it's not that I don't know. I guess I'm just… 

I'm not afraid either, at risking it all, I'm just so affected by the people around me. 

10:40 AM 

I went to get something to eat and was just browsing for work. There are things I want. I'm just 

following what feels right. I don't know anymore if anything is right or wrong. Is it appropriate or not. 

I actually don't care about those things. Am I following pleasure? Maybe… but it's not like all I feel is 

pleasure. Isn’t it sad, settling for something you don’t really want? If I can pursue it, I want to. The 

things my parents want for me are not the things I want for myself. Why can't they see that?  

'normal' 'sane' 'conformity' why am I being pushed to follow without exploring? I feel like I'm losing 

my life. I have to do something that reminds me of myself to change things but I can't figure out what. 

No life is better than doing things to please someone else. No life is better than that because it won’t be 

my life anyway. I still want to write more. I have no one to talk to that will understand how I feel. 

There's no other way but to write it down. I'll make a breakthrough. Maybe. I'll take a shower.  

04:49 PM 

Blah blah blah. I can't decide what's important. I'm so tired of caring. Even if I put on a poker face I still 

care. I ate some pancakes yesterday but I'm still craving for some. Or a sandwich. I don't want to use 

the kitchen because I have to see them. Maybe I should buy something. Or maybe I should stop.  

March 4, 00:02 AM 

I didn't buy food. I went out and buy some snacks instead. Chocolate, sweets, and other things. The 

parents are supposed to be away for the weekend if I didn't hear wrong. My siblings will be busy too. I 

talked a little bit with an old friend I haven't talked to in a while. Not much. It's always like that. These 



 83 

people who greet without the intention of furthering the conversation. Even when I try to come up with 

stuff to talk about. Anyway, I'm so sleepy. I want to sleep. Maybe I'll write about it tomorrow.  

March 5, 09:22 PM 

There was a school reunion today. I didn't go. I wanted to, a little bit, but then I didn't. I told myself I'm 

saving money. I'm not sure of the real reason. That's probably the real reason though. I watched 

another show instead and tried out some online games. I've just been thinking about what I want to 

do… things I love… I just bury them instead of pursuing them. I'm scared and I'm alone.  

I have no direction. I'm upset by how unreliable my parents are. I seriously think… that a life where I 

can't do what I love and be happy is not worth it. Life without freedom and real love is not worth it. 

Everyone… is so disappointing. So many questions in my head. I don't know what to do. The parents 

went somewhere since Friday. I think they’ll be back tomorrow. Fuck. I wish them health and 

happiness but as I said, we just don't get along as people.  

Enough. I have to figure out how to be happy. This is a serious thought. What do I do now? I have the 

answer. I just don't know why I'm running around in a circle. What's with this fear? Shit parents raised 

me with fear. I despise them so much. Seriously though, enough. I can't do anything about them. What 

matters is what to do now. What to trust now? What to pursue now? What makes me happy now? 

Things that I want to be but afraid of doing or being… what were they? Why am I afraid? Will facing 

my fear and doing them make me happy? Brave people are amazing. I kinda just want to read right 

now. 

March 8, 10:10 PM 

That thing still haunts me. I'm doing better because ignoring them has been working. But it's like a 

ticking bomb, that's the haunting part, like… what if it explodes at a time I'm not able to face it?  

Anyway, today I continued to watch shows all day. My sibling borrowed a player from someone to 

watch this show. Nothing in this house works. Probably because the household doesn't function 

properly either. They don’t care that the water pump is broken or that there’s a hole on the ceiling or 

the bathroom isn’t cleaned but they insist that they need to hire a landscaper for a tiny garden because 

their friend just did it.  

I worked on some stuff. I applied to jobs, started some free online courses. I replied to some people. I 

exercised in the morning. I ate some food. That's all for today, I guess. I'm still thinking about…. I can't 

stay in this place. I'm not going to get into it because I feel good today and I don't want to upset myself. 

But I'm serious about leaving, that’s all.  

March 10, 07:10 AM 



 84 

Good morning! I spent yesterday learning. I exercised in the morning. I watched the show with my 

sibling in between. Everyone was home yesterday, it was a shit day. Maybe today too. Shit. At night, I 

read some comics and slept around two. Maybe. I hate sleeping late, it always makes me drowsy in the 

morning. I just felt like I wanted to or I should recharge. No, I feel too sluggish to exercise. I want to go 

to the kitchen to eat but I hear voices. I wish they go somewhere else but I don't think they will today so 

I might have to see them. I was so depressed yesterday. I've been applying for jobs and getting calls for 

interviews. They're low paying jobs. It's one of the reasons I feel reluctant and sad…I feel so worthless.  

Another thing is, I really don't want those jobs. I've been doubting but I know I'm not lazy. I'm just 

dispirited. Like…why can't I do what I love? I'm so sick of it. There's something wrong with this. We 

should be able to do what we like or love yet here I am scared and stressed. I'm not doing anything 

wrong at all. I could have done so much more if they don't add up my stress by being so unhappy and 

unsatisfied. Those thoughts keep repeating over and over. I seriously just don't want to see them. I want 

to live on my own. I need money but with this anxiety, it's really hard. I'm not sure what to do. I have to 

decide what work to do. I guess I’ll do it.  

March 15, 07:39 AM 

I canceled two more job interviews. I don't know what to do. I myself don't feel like it's wrong. It's 

clear, what I want. What's stopping me? The feeling that I'm expected to do something else. Fucking 

expectations. It seems like they’re going somewhere. I'll take the opportunity to find something to eat. 

Nope, didn't escape their fucking voice. All of them are insensitive. If I give them the chance they'll 

hurt my feelings. My feelings are more important than my body. I have to get out of this house. This is 

making me more stressed. No one gets it. There's no one to talk to. Living here is so painful. I 

wonder… is it because I don't mind being in pain? Why don't I have the resolve to leave or move or 

stay somewhere? I want to but… why do I stay in pain? Why is it that I haven't moved away? I had the 

money… is it because the thought 'I should get a job first before I move'? but I can't find a job because 

I feel I will have to depend on my family for things like getting work clothes or transportation. Why 

does it feel like it doesn't matter what I know about my situation or my life? Like it wouldn't do 

anything anyway. This house is too messy I can't deal with this.  

March 16, 07:44 AM 

I'm hungry and I want to find things to eat but I really don't want to see or talk to anyone. They were 

going somewhere so I thought I can get something to eat but I heard a voice. It’s their birthday soon, 

I’m hoping we won’t eat out. I don't know what to do if I have to interact with them with no way out. I 

know this isn't good. I know. But they will hurt me if I let my guard down. I don't want to get hurt. My 

mental state is already bad enough. I can't let them make it worse. I'm afraid they will hurt me. THEY 

WILL HURT ME! LIKE THEY ALREADY HAD DONE MANY TIMES! THEY WILL HURT ME 

UNLESS I PROTECT MYSELF! I HAVE TO PROTECT MYSELF! I’M ALONE! Why can't they 

stop hurting me? Why do they always hurt me? I don't know what to do. Who do I talk to? Who will 
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understand? Who can help me? Who will tell me that it's going to be okay? I'm alone. I'm alone. This is 

my reality right now. Those quotes say I should change my mindset. But how? My friends are probably 

tired of me if I keep repeating the same thing. I myself am tired but I don't know the answer. I don't 

know the way out… What do I really want? What do I want to do? Have I been lying to myself? What's 

the real answer? 

March 20, 11:13 PM 

My mind is… I can talk about stuff like the usual, the over-thinking, the emotions, feelings maybe... 

I'm sleepy so I don't feel like it or I don't want to do it for some reason. I don't know. All I know is that 

I want to leave from whatever this is. It upsets me how I'm glued to this laziness and it upsets me to 

think I’m scared of making a move. I want myself back. Fuck this place. I want myself back. I'm too 

sleepy. Good night.  

March 21, 10:20 PM 

My parents are shit… they are still shit… maybe I just want a target… to hate… to put blame… but it's 

still true. They upset me. They're inconsistencies. They give this advice at one time but do or say the 

complete opposite the next. How in the fucking world can I trust such people? And why in the fucking 

world do I want to hear anything they have to say? Yeah, maybe I want to blame others for whatever is 

in my life but it's still true. What happened, really happened.  

March 28, 11:05 PM 

I’m feeling depressed again. I’m having those thoughts again but in general, I don't feel too bad. 

Slowly regaining my peace of mind. And the parents are going to visit my sibling for a few weeks. 

SUCH GOOD NEWS. They came into my room to borrow some clothes to bring on their trip. They 

gave me that money speech again. If you don’t have enough, why are you going on a trip? It can be 

used to pay for my sibling's school fee. I can't feel sorry for them. All they do is complain without 

making changes. They make stupid decisions and make other people feel bad. The other one uses that 

strategy too. There's more I want to say but I'm going to sleep, too drowsy. Goodnight.  

March 29, 07:31 AM 

Good morning. I'm hungry and gassy. It's another empty day… WHAT THE FUCK SHOULD I DO? 

Why am I doubting myself so much? Why do I say I can't? I can I can I can I can I can I can and I want 

to so badly. I can't complain in here like in previous entries. I just still can't shake the negative 

feelings… the fear, the anger, the self-doubt. I, myself, think and feel differently from the negative 

feelings and thoughts but they exist too, occupying the same space as the real feeling or thinking I 

have. I got too comfortable living in my room. My flexibility is a scary thing. Am I going to live like 

this forever? It doesn't feel so bad now, just lazying around like this, abandoning everything else… 

desire… wants… I suppress everything and blame my parents. They are the cause of my unhappiness. 
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The answer then is to get out, right? I have to make myself get out of this house. Your environment is 

clearly not good for you. You have to leave. You have to go away. I have to separate these negative 

thoughts from myself. I’ve been trying to be ‘realistic’, that’s why I haven’t been able to make a move. 

But what the fuck is ‘being realistic’? They say this shit all the time but their reality is … I should just 

follow my self. I follow my self. That is what I do.  

March 31, 08:17 AM 

It's already the 31st. I haven't gotten a new photo for my applications. Day in day out…suicide 

thoughts… like… why do anything, I'll just kill myself and end this… I just woke up and wanted to get 

something to eat but had no energy to do it after hearing their voices. I just want to jump off a building. 

I have no energy to call them names but I hate them. I'm not even going to stop myself. I'm tired of 

pretending. I'm tired of pleasing people. This is me. I'm going to be myself. My stomach hurts. I forgot 

I wanted to eat. I took laxatives last night but I guess I need to rest my stomach and body from those 

medicines. What should I do today? I have no mental power to do anything today, again, I just feel like 

'lets end this' I'll do it with a knife. I'll slit my wrist. Let it bleed in warm water. It isn't the way? Ahh… 

what should I eat? 
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APRIL 

April 4, 08:49 PM 

Good night. I wonder if I forgot anything. I cleaned up my room today, semi thoroughly. New sheets 

but I didn't take a shower. I feel bad and dirty :( I took a shower in the morning but I feel dirty because 

I cooked and did dishes today. It would be nice to take a shower but I'm too lazy and I'm not too dirty. 

It's too late anyway, I'm already in bed. There's nothing I particularly want to write about even though 

I do have things to report. I don't know what my current feeling is. So is that why I don't feel like 

writing? Two more weeks! I'll treat myself when they leave. I'll have some peace of mind. I was just 

thinking… assuming… they're going to talk badly about me. They will say insensitive, irresponsible, 

shitty words. Whatever. Fuck them. Focus on reducing the time spent with them. I wish I took a 

shower. I'll feel more relaxed and I'll sleep better. I want to sleep but I'm not too sleepy yet…I got 

distracted by some thoughts… but I also don't know what else to write. I was going to organize some 

stuff but decided to read a book... bored maybe? Or my brain's playing tricks on me making me unable 

to understand anything that was written. I'm going to try to sleep.  

April 6, 09:35 PM 

Just a little more… just a little more and they will leave. Only for a month but I hope it's enough for me. 

I bought some watercolor paint. I wanted to try it. It's fun, I'm just not good enough yet. I feel empty… 

maybe that's why I'm just drawing common stuff… the sky, sea, small random spots of flowers. I just 

feel empty I guess so I feel like there's nothing to express. Other things… nothing… just continuous 

thoughts of suicide. I want to leave. I want to be somewhere else. Day by day living here, I feel like I'm 

losing parts of myself. I'm afraid the me that I love will disappear. My head is all itchy… it's starting to 

peel again. Is it food? Is it shampoo? I don't know what to do. I can't seriously think about the future 

because everything feels gloomy… I only think of suicide and how meaningless everything is. I feel 

like my brain has been set to be in a small fucking box all this time that it’s drying out. Maybe I need to 

change shampoo. I'm thinking of what I should eat tomorrow. I think I want to sleep. I'm sleepy. Good 

night.  

April 16, 09:54 PM 

I finally got home from the dreadful dinner. It actually wasn't bad. It's just me… my brain hasn’t been 

well, specifically this week. It’s been bad for years but I have really really really bad days. So this week 

is just really really really bad. I went to that dinner. I can't stand showing my ugly self to the crowd for 

so long so I went back early.  

It's one more day until they leave. I don't know how I will feel but it's supposed to be my window of 

opportunity. I'll be free from their pressure. It's my time to really focus without the psychological block 

that is them. My siblings will be away too. I plan to organize the house. My room first. And just like 
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before, I'll pack everything as if I'll be gone forever. What should I do now? read? games? music? I 

don't feel like playing games… maybe I'll just read and then sleep. The games get boring. I don't feel 

the emotion and that's why it's boring, I guess. Dealing with people is so stressful. Gaah! Fuck. 

Enough. Get over it. Get on with life. I feel like I just want to sleep.  

April 24, 10:13 PM 

It's time to write, I thought. I haven't written in a while. Parents have been gone for a week. I've been 

sleeping in my sibling's room. I want to sleep in my room but my room is a mess. I've been organizing 

the house, CDs, tapes, books, their work desk… I still have more to do. I want to organize those before 

I move on to my room. I miss reading and sleeping in my room… I need my room. I don't know what 

else to write. There are things. Should I write them all? Even if they seem tedious.  

I got a message from an old friend. They’re doing that thing where they don’t make effort to continue 

the conversation. They’re probably bored and acted mindlessly. I don’t get it. Why bother starting a 

conversation? They said they're settling down somewhere. I wonder… are you really happy? Is where 

you are right now so good that you want to settle down? But I guess, it suits them.  

I've been feeling lonely and I keep thinking about wanting a partner. But I feel that right now is my 

beginning. I will go to my next adventures, adding more colors. I'm making an effort to be serious now 

and to really live it. So… there's that. There are more things I want to say since I don't talk to anyone 

else. I probably could use going to a psychiatrist but I can't so this journal will have to do. I just hope I 

can express myself properly and dig deeper into myself, my soul, and my creativity… my creator? I 

guess…. 

My friend is moving away for a job. They asked to meet up and eat together. I canceled at the last 

minute because one of them was annoying… maybe they weren’t the reason. I was just not in the mood 

anymore, it was too much of a hassle. And then the following day they told me to meet again, that they 

were waiting somewhere around my neighborhood. I was too tired from cleaning and I just took a 

shower so I didn't want to go there. I didn't go, that was it. They replied slowly again. Well, the internet 

is off anyway. I'm sleepy… I didn't realize it's midnight. I've been listening to good music and writing. 

I'll sleep. Good night.  

April 25, 09:38 PM 

I'm still talking to this old friend. No progress in the depth of the conversation. My eyes are tired. I still 

have to wait for my siblings to get back. What should I do with my life? I don't want to give up but I 

feel like there's nothing there… so I don't know. The other day when I was organizing books, I thought 

of something, emotion, and expression of those emotions. They are life. I want to be able to freely 

express myself. That's my freedom. There's more to write but I don't want to or don't know which or 

what exactly to write… .I'm so sleepy now, my eyes are weird and tired. I have to get more medicines. 

My goal, I have to remember. I think I'm going to sleep.  
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April 30, 09:38 PM 

Do something you like. Stop complaining and bothering people. If you truly believe something you 

don’t need to convince yourself you believe it.  
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MAY 

May 15, 12:30 AM 

I didn't write the whole time my parents were away. I just miss writing but it's late and I want to relax 

so I might not write much, I’m just saying hi… I guess. I've been expressing myself through painting. 

I painted some pretty good stuff. It's whatever but it makes me feel good. There's so much I want to 

say. So much. I was thinking that no matter how good you are at something, your effort isn’t valid until 

it’s approved by someone else. Your work, your effort, is never good enough until someone else sees it 

as valuable.  

May 29, 01:03 AM 

Tired… heavy… heavy eyes. I suddenly feel a little dizzy right now. I don't remember what I was 

supposed to write before but while writing this sentence I remembered but I can't stop suddenly just 

because of… ? Not much happened while parents were away anyway.  
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JUNE 

June 1, 07:15 AM 

I'm trying out this writing exercise. I'm supposed to write three pages every morning. Write anything at 

all. Express without feeling judge. Express without thinking 'I might be wrong' or 'what's the best 

way?' 'how?' any questions at all should be abandoned. I need to trust myself and my gut feeling and 

just do what I like and what I want. The only way to be happy and succeed in my own way. I've been 

painting a lot. Random stuff. I just paint whatever. I make efforts to learn to be good at it but I'm also 

okay with random splashes of colors. It's one way to express myself and I feel better lately because of 

painting. Recently, thinking is bothering me again. Because after I feel good, I get some revelation. I 

Kinda lost what I wanted to say, suddenly… 

I'm not as angry any more because my mood has been good but I still feel like pushing people away. I 

don’t think I can ever trust my parents. Or if I do, I'll get disappointed again and I'll hate myself for 

trusting them. So I have to keep myself in check. But this is kind of blocking me, I guess. I really wish 

I can tell them how I really feel but they will either feel hurt or it turns into a fight. I know I won't feel 

good until I show them how I feel but I can't do that so I have to find a way to relieve my heart on my 

own. Just leave me alone. I've been talking to some friends, updates about their lives. A little bit about 

some old friends but whatever. I'd rather forget that they exist. Ah, it's an unpleasant feeling, 

remembering… 

June 3, 07:24 AM 

I dreamed about something I thought I've dreamed about before. 

I have to practice 'I'm doing this for me' mentality for everything so I shouldn't feel or think about what 

others think. I like what I wear. I like what I make. The eye cream arrived yesterday. I tried it. It came 

before I showered so I managed to put it on twice a day, hopefully, it will help my eyes. I look sick. I 

applied it last night and it's a bit itchy, I don't know. We'll see what happens.  

I should work on more applications but I kinda want to wait on that one. No update. I'm still nervous. 

Somehow, I feel a little better about it. Like it's going to work out even though in the beginning it really 

scared me to make a move. I don't know why I feel better now. But… what exactly do I have to do or 

can I do that will make me happy or suits me or I will succeed in? That kind of thing. Ideally… I 

mean… this is the issue right? This is it… I just want to do whatever I like and live comfortably. I don't 

know if this is how it should be or am I lying to myself. Being away from everything is great, though.  

Anyway, I've been thinking about this job. Is it a comfortable choice? I don’t want to be restricted, 

that’s for sure. I couldn’t stand the environment. It made me sick. It’s like parents. Not allowed to ask 

questions, making others feel stupid. I can’t even wear comfortable clothes, it doesn't even have 
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anything to do with the job. This is how they raised us: make us feel stupid, make us repress our 

emotions, subtly controlling us. That asshole and the bigger asshole. Thank whatever we’re rebels or 

we’ll be ruined. I have to unlearn their teachings.  

Fucking assholes. I'm tired of talking about how shitty others are. It's a waste of my journal. I think I've 

said enough about other people. I'm just scared, I guess, about this and that… scared I can't, I'd make a 

fool of myself, I'd make mistakes… but maybe, that's a good thing? Like… it's normal and even good. 

I have to get over this anxiety and depression anyway… maybe this is good. End of page three. I have 

to eat breakfast. 

June 4, 07:27 AM 

I woke up very hungry. I woke up in my sibling's room because I slept there. I'm so hungry but I’m not 

sure what to eat. I can make pancakes but do I want to? I want to ask the parent if they want some but 

they’re doing something. Anyway, I slept in my sibling’s room because there was a shitty insect in 

mine. I didn't want to kill it so I left the room. I'll insect proof it later.  

I dreamed I was traveling with the parent. It was stupid. I'm writing on the sofa. My sibling went to the 

gym yesterday. I hope they'll become healthy. I asked them to get me some snacks and soap. I am 

hungry and I want to cook but I feel lazy. I'm not sure what else to write, there’s not much besides the 

parents still pisses me off. Again, they only care about their own food. That’s okay, I can take care of 

myself. But they forced me to follow their diet and they asked me to eat with them but only put their 

own food on the table and there was nothing else in the kitchen that I could eat because of the diet they 

forced me to follow. What the fuck?  

I forgot what I was going to write. I feel better recently, now… what can I eat besides pancake? I want 

something sweet and easy. I wish we have a simple cereal or bread. Should I eat yesterday’s food? 

There’s jello. What else is there? What do I want? I don’t feel good. My eyes are puffy and my nose is 

runny. I don’t want to cook because I’ll have to clean up. They don't organize or clean stuff up. They 

just stuff the stuff in another place. That is not cleaning! That is not organizing!  

Ah, what should I eat? I'm hungry. Hungry. No food no food no food food. My eyes are puffy should I 

continue with my game? Or read? Or shower and go somewhere? My eyes are so puffy. What should I 

eat I eat?? food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food 

food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food 

food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food 

food food food food food food food food food food food food food food food because it's morning 

food food food food food   

June 5, 07:53 AM 
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What else should I write? What is there to write? What do I do? Today, what should I do? I can 

continue the application. I don’t know why it’s hard for me to submit it. I do want to. I guess it’s just 

scary. What if that place is not like how I imagined? I should still think positively though. What is it 

that worries me? That blocks me? I should just do it anyway. I'm tired of thinking and questioning 

stuff. I should just do it and I will just do it.  

I had a weird not so weird dream but I don't feel like writing about it. I'm not sure, it's all jumbled.  

What do I do today? Eat and probably play games. The new game will come out this year. I really want 

to play it. I have to borrow my sibling’s console but it’s broken. I’m hungry. I’m not sure if this writing 

exercise help… with what exactly? Three pages for someone with a relatively empty life…what else 

can I possibly write? Hungry...I want to stop…I should check the exercise again. Maybe I'm doing 

something wrong… am I good enough, I wonder? 

These bugs…it's empty my head is empty..what can I write? People? I'm going through my head now. 

My nails are getting long, should I cut it? A half more page. I can’t even paint anymore. It’s not even 

good. It doesn’t make sense, it’s on and off. If I just try it I probably can but I feel like I’ve run out of 

the feeling but something tells me I’m not running out of anything.  

Yesterday, I felt like I wanted to start my life. I often feel this way I just don't know how and at what. 

I'm not sure what else to write… I'm hungry, I wonder what food is in the fridge... I want to say 

something but there's nothing to say. I want them all to forget me. I don't want them to disappear but I 

want to disappear from everyone’s memory. I don’t think I’m good there. That's the problem. If I 'go 

out' I'm afraid I'll say things and do things that will make me embarrassed myself. No one understands. 

No one gets it… that I'm waiting to be… presentable? Perfect? 

If I take that job I'll definitely get health issues and eat shitty bought food all the time. Disgusting. 

Everything about it is disgusting. This whole world is disgusting. Thus I prefer to stay inside. I'll figure 

it out, I'll make do somehow is what I've been saying but to be honest I don't know how. I'm lost in how 

and why and which…that's the truth…who do I talk to who will understand? I don't know…I don't 

have anyone reliable for that. I can't spend any more money on therapy. I'm afraid if I spend that money 

and still get no answer I'll…three pages done. Good morning. I'll eat and then… play game?  

June 18, 09:19 AM 

They've all become my enemy. No one protects me. No one understands me and stands up for me. No 

one defends me. No one says 'oh it's not like that. It's actually like this.' no one gets me. They all think 

I'm evil, that my actions are unreasonable. I can only stand alone. I should really go away. What can I 

do? How do I do this? I can't be with them at all. I made efforts to help myself but after all this I'm still 

alone. Even from my family, I'm still alone. This is what they don't understand. That I'm alone. 
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I want to kill myself. I've been waiting. Even when they know, all they do is brush it off like it's 

nothing. How can I kill myself? I don't want to. I don't want to kill myself. I just want to live separately 

from them not just physically. I want to be a separate person, from family, from other people. They 

only see my actions as uncaring, my reasons don't matter, my issues don't matter. I keep forgetting that 

for me to be happy I have to separate myself from them… There's only me.  

There's only me. Although, there's more out there. I know there's more out there that would be for me 

and that's the only thing I can hope for. That's the only light I have. The people in this house always 

feel like strangers. I shouldn't forget that there's only me. With this thought, I'll be strong. There's only 

me. I have to be strong. You can do this. They don't get it, that there's only me. That I only have myself.  
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JULY 

July 5, 10:59 PM 

I don't know what to say anymore. I feel like I’ve been saying things but no one acknowledges it. I feel 

like I’ve been saying a lot of things that can fix this but no one gives any reaction… so what’s the 

point? I'm so tired of saying the same things over and over again without anyone understanding it. 

What else is there to do…? I can't give up, that's a problem…I just want to want to give up and then 

give up and then give up and then disappear. I’m even tired of blaming. And I’m tired of being angry. 

I’m just tired. Note content, what should be in it?  

July 23, 09:45 PM 

I have nothing particularly interesting to write. Same stuff, same stuff. No job. A friend asks me out 

sometimes. I finally agreed to go out a while ago. They even picked me up. I had a good time. My life 

is still ‘stuck’. I’m still feeling ‘I’ll never get what I want anyway’. My only option to get out of this 

is… I'm still studying things that interests me and I’m still practicing this and that. It’s going slow 

because other things are occupying my mind. I'm still trying to figure things out. Where am I going? 

Why is it so slow? Why am I so slow? Why am I not getting a job? I'm running out of money. I'm quite 

relaxed about it. Is it hope? I don’t know where this thing comes from. Good night.  

July 30, 06:06 AM 

Good morning. I woke up pretty early today…like…4 am? I slept early too, I guess. A little bit before 

10 pm, maybe. I was hungry and for some reason I wanted pancakes. Cooking and eating alone in my 

pajamas while it's still dark out. Perfect. But I ended up getting sick. I haven't been feeling well in the 

past two weeks. My taste bud feels weird and slimy. Everything taste slightly sweeter. My head doesn't 

feel good. My eyes feel strange. I thought it might be because of the computer screen and lack of 

moving around so I've been actively doing chores around the house but it doesn't help. I've been eating 

a lot too because I feel so sick of the taste so I keep trying to taste different things. I should stop with 

the junk food. Today will be the last day of junk food. It's time. I'm so close to it too.  

Aah, I’m not sure anymore what I was trying to write. But creative outlet has been helpful, expressing 

my emotion in some way… things I don’t feel like writing down. My mental health is… better? The 

same? I feel that I’ve accepted it… I think I'm done with this entry for today. I’m going to take 

medicine and lay in bed a bit more. Too much junk food… too much junk food…
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AUGUST 

August 1, 04:29 AM 

A very funny dream!  

I'm part of a bike gang from that TV show. The exact members were random people. We're riding in 

the car and eating? I choked! Or something… and we were trying to get to the bottom of what caused 

the choking and it turns out that the leader was eating some kind of… no, I mean… they ate their food 

by stuffing the whole pack in their mouth. In the end, in front of this big… leader? Teacher? We see the 

'problem' the leader didn't bow to me or anything I did. There was this whole seniority honor thing. It 

was funny. I'm so sleepy… back to sleep. It's funnier in the dream. So much funnier in the dream. I've 

been waking up to pee too much in the past two-three days. I don't know why.  

August 1? 00:57 AM 

I can't sleep. I've been lying around for some time. I haven't been sleeping well. My body doesn't feel 

good. Random thoughts are floating around in my mind. I can't relax. I ate a lot of junk food again. I 

kept eating. Unsatisfied. Part of the physical sickness, the weird taste bud, maybe. But…whatever. 

Should I read? Should I play a game? No one to talk to. Masturbate? Don't feel like it. SHIT I don't 

know what I should do right now. I keep yawning but I’m not tired. There's not much to write either. I 

fixed my resume today. I plan to apply for more jobs tomorrow. I'm running out of money. It's hard to 

admit. But I guess I have a clearer goal now. I know I have to leave. That’s it. I have an idea of where 

to go. We'll see if that's home. I will always look for home until I find it. Maybe I'm done writing for 

now. I'll try to read and then have a go at the sleep thing again. Hopefully, my mind is clearer to sleep 

now. Good night. Sweet dreams. Good night.  

August 2, 10:31 PM 

Another night of fever and chills? The brain can't stop…did I eat too much? Too much sugar? Is that it? 

What's going on?? excited, scared, everything, hungry… full… nausea, headache, stomachache. I 

don't know… I just don't know.  

I'm still working on the resume. I don't know what else to write. I hate this so much. Exaggerating stuff. 

I'm not lying but isn't this lying? Fuck. Communication skill. Fuck. Computer skill. Fuck. It's not like I 

can't but… How many people are actually shit but they have a really good resume and get accepted? 

And how many are actually more suitable for the job but have a shitty resume? or their picture looks 

like shit? I just want to focus on collecting money right now. We got the goal down, now the resources. 

Something like that. I hope I'll get over this anxiety and get everything done by tomorrow. And then I'll 

feel better. And then I can relax and just prepare for the rent thing.  
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I want to eat something good, something satisfying. I bought chocolates and burgers even though I'm 

running out of money… I just had to. And I bought flour so I can bake something tomorrow. Perfect. I 

also bought instant noodles. PERFECT! At least I'll taste something good tomorrow. Everything 

should be fine. I have to move around since I'm eating so much junk food. I should try to sleep so I can 

wake up and eat something good. Maybe I'll start with soup. We'll see. Good night.  

August 17, 09:10 PM 

My neck hurts. I danced around in my room and hurt my neck. My eyes is also hurting. It’s because the 

light is bad and I just stare at screens 24/7. When I take a break from the computer, I watch TV. I want 

to move on to something good but there's nothing good. There's nothing good that I'm dying to write. 

It's still that 'normal' thing that I think I have to do instead of doing what I want. It's not difficult 

because it's difficult. It’s difficult because there are shit people around me with their shit expectations 

that I’m supposed to be obligated to achieve.  

I have no issue working or taking on challenges. Even failing at something doesn’t phase me. I’m 

actually a resilient and diligent person. The shit part is being watched and judged. I want to… already. 

I’m just not ready with the fail attempt or maybe the pain. I need more preparation, mental and 

physical… and material. I'm not sure what to do now. I want to be somewhere where I can be free to 

express and pursue what I want and interested in. I want to sleep so I can wake up and eat something 

good. My stiff neck could also be from my sleeping posture or from sitting too much. 
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SEPTEMBER 

September 6, 11:51 PM 

No one is reliable. No one is dependable. Not my parents, not my siblings, not religious and political 

figures, and so on…and so on… I'm not exactly sure what to write. There's still not much going on 

outside. In my room, I've been doing a lot though. I’m not worried about life, not really. It's just that 

sometimes it feels like shit. Sometimes I feel like giving up on life. I'm not sure what to do with the 

feeling. Just a moment ago, I figured that the only way to deal with it is to get busy or get active. I’ll 

admit that I’m lonely but at least I have enough strength to do things now. I'm so tired and I want to 

sleep. I’m not sure what else to write. I'm too sleepy. I'm going to sleep.  

September 16, 02:00 AM 

I want to be myself and I want to be loved for being myself. Everything is so painful around here. Since 

I can't get away from it, can I just go ahead and kill myself? These relationships. This is the fucking 

thing that I've been avoiding and makes me unhappy. They're burdens. I can't even do things I like in 

peace. This is a joke. This life is a joke. I want the night to stay. I don't want to go to that shitty job 

interview. Fuck the economy. Fuck greedy people. I’ve tried to help myself so many times but there’s 

something wrong there too. They have to change too! I don't know what to do anymore. The things I 

love, I want to keep them in my reach… I'm scared it will be taken away from me.  

September 18, 10:08 PM 

There’s a lot to say but I’m distracting myself away from the feeling… ignore what feels wrong. I 

blame the emotionally incompetent parents for it. I still have so much hate for them, especially because 

it's affecting my siblings too. I really wish they can understand their faults but apparently when you 

become parents you become gods. Apparently, when you become parents you become perfect people 

without faults. Am I even a person in their eyes? It pisses me off that they're ruining my mental health 

and emotional health. Suicide thoughts still come often… because of them. There’s a pole outside. I 

can’t stand them anymore. I can't even concentrate or pursue the things I love. Lately, I feel really 

weak. I feel sorry for my potential. Why can't they stop denying it and admit their shortcomings? 

People can't see it because they don't feel the impact. They sympathize and praise them for dealing 

with a difficult child. I’m rude. I’m disrespectful. I’m spoiled. I’m bad. Hang in there. Hang in there.  

September 22, 10:51 PM 

Some days I just feel really tired. Like today. Not physically but mentally and emotionally. Being 

around my family is draining my energy too. I have to combat all these negativity. I have a job 

interview today. I'm excited. I really want it. It's an outgoing job but I think I can do it. It's a bit far but 

I don't mind. Last time, I went to another place for the same position. It's a bit too much responsibility, 
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I didn't think I can handle it. That's why I really want this one. It's part-time and I think I can do it. I 

finished a painting today, I loved it. I'm not great and it's just random colors but it makes me happy. I 

want to paint more. The bump on my leg is still there, it’s been almost 4 weeks. We'll see. I'm sure it 

will be gone soon. It's just a little…gross. 

Pathetic. It must be the depression fighting back. I'm just feeling pessimistic again lately. I’m afraid of 

breaking down again, that’s why I have to keep doing things that makes me happy. When I get the job, 

I'll look for rent. It'll cost me but it's so much healthier for me to live somewhere else. I'll focus on the 

classes I'll take. I'll learn new things. I'm just going to focus on what makes me happy now. I've 

grown… right? 

I should be more honest with myself. I want to be… authentic. I’m learning patience. It’s okay to make 

mistakes. It’s okay to be myself even if it’s uncomfortable. I want to be loved for being who I am. That 

is all. Oh, and stop wearing a mask. But I think, even the mask is part of myself. And I think it’s okay 

to wear it when it’s necessary. It is necessary sometimes.  

Focus on the good. Focus on what you want. Focus on what makes you happy. Focus on your life, fill 

it with beautiful things. I know it's a challenge right now but take steps, even if they’re baby steps. Fill 

it with good. I’m very sleepy. Goodnight. Focus on the good. Focus on the good. Focus on the good.  

September 27, 11:17 PM 

They say the shadow on the cliff saved many from sins. Sadness and anger relieved. Inclined pathway 

full of dust and dirt. In the last hour of hope. The gatekeeper, tired and old, sit on a rock in wait. Today, 

I make my way to the ‘suicide’ cliff. Cloud of dust gathers on my feet. Salt on my lips. I reek of sweat, 

dripping from my forehead. Suck on my finger, I’ll taste the sea. Salty, gritty, sand blown my way. I 

don’t know what to do with myself. I will never relieve my thirst. But I do not feel regret. The figure on 

a rock. They greet me with flashes of their life. I keep walking. Hands in my pocket, what do I say? 

Clenching a letter. I thought, let it dissolve in water with my soul. Let it rot in dirt with my body. But 

my troubled face, I hope they noticed. That if possible, I’d like to soar instead.  
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OCTOBER  

October 26, 00:26 AM 

Sometimes… no, not really. I'm still looking for it… never mind. I'm very sleepy.   
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NOVEMBER 

November 24, 07:49 PM 

A couple of days ago I dreamed that I woke up from a dream repeatedly. I dreamed and woke up in the 

dream and dreamed and woke up in the dream I dreamed and woke up in the dream and dreamed and 

woke up in the dream… like that, several times…like 5-6 maybe. I don't remember. But it was funny. 

And weird… throughout the day I thought ‘am I going to wake up again?’ As if it's all a dream.  

My sibling is visiting for ten days. Two days will be spent at grandma’s. I'm not going anywhere. I'm 

not running away either. Even though I really want to. I've been stressing over it. My stress level is 

always high when I'm with family. This is temporary. I'm going to move away. They're going to 

grandma's place first anyway. They'll arrive late at night and will go meet with other people. They’re 

meeting one of their friends who looked down on me because I was fat, I can feel their stare every time 

we meet. Anyway, they're going to eat out first. 

I'm ignoring a friend and then got tired of ignoring (or I'm in a better mood) and answered them. I'm 

rereading this spirituality book and reapplying it to my life. It helps with depression and life in general. 

The challenging part about letting go right now is because of my family. Especially with my sibling 

coming right now, it's really stressing me out. I know, for now, that I have to let this be and focus on 

my things. I'll write again later.  

01:05 PM 

I finally got a word from that job. I'm not sure how I feel… I don't mind, I guess. And it's part-time so 

I should have some free time for other stuff. I just dislike the environment. Not because of the 

colleague but because the me who doesn't fit there has to be there… understand? I really want some 

snacks. I'm so tired and stressed out. It's from my own mind but also from outside influence. That kinda 

thing… the rest is whatever. Help me. Help me to stay sane.  
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DECEMBER 

December 2, 02:15 PM 

I'm tired. I'm very tired. I'm not exactly sleepy. Nothing particularly interesting to write. I just want to. 

They all still feel like strangers. It doesn't make sense, this world. This particular one that I'm living in. 

I want to sleep. It just doesn't feel real. Not this one. I just want to do what I want, not because I have to 

or feel obligated to.  

December 12, 04:22 PM 

Fucking tomorrow. Fuck tomorrow. Fuck fuck fuck so fucking pissed. Another stage of the interview 

tomorrow. Why the fuck are they all buddy-buddy with me when they haven't even decided if I got the 

job or not? I'm so fucking pissed. What's with this long process? Why do I have to come in so many 

times? Another hour of being judged or whatever. I'm going straight home after that. I can't do this. 

Fuck this, seriously. I don't know… fuck this. Fuck this whatever it is fuck this. 

December 25, 05:01 PM 

Get up. Get up. Get up. I tell my body. In silence, I listen. Who’s awake? Where’s the clock? I watch 

and I bargain. It’s the holiday season, would you give me some time? A Christmas miracle to whisk me 

away from this existence. Ah, I mean from this dwelling. Because I like my life and I like myself. But 

where I’m at, they keep forcing ideals, of another body, of another person they’d be much happier 

with. So why don’t you just let me go home? I can love from afar. I don’t care, that I’m cold. That I’m 

selfish. Your ideas of me, I can’t uphold. Just let me go home. 
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“I’m feeling positive about things.” 
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JANUARY 

January 30, 11:12 PM 

Wow. New year! Yeah… it's been… I'm lonely. Not really. Writing without thinking is difficult 

sometimes. When I think it before I write it, it feels like it’s not pure. 
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FEBRUARY 
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MARCH 

March 1, 02:06 PM 

Aye! Something is wrong. I don't know what. I got tired. I should do more activities but I have no 

motivation. I'm upset by how limited my skill is. I'm scared I'll fail. I know. I know I should still make 

the effort but this is too hard. I’m handling it better but from time to time I feel like giving up. Like… 

screw this! Fuck it! Is it ever going to get better? It’s scary… thinking that I will just fail everything 

and be this bum forever. Stuck in this place and in this state. These thoughts are scary.  

March 5, 10:31 PM 

All these books… Compassion and forgiveness huh…  

March 18, 08:43 AM 

They won’t admit or accept their faults. They deny everything. I don’t understand it. They just want me 

to shut up. They just pretend and lie to stop me from making demands. They don’t care. If I just show 

up all smiling and happy, they’ll be happy because they don’t have to deal with the pain. They don’t 

care that I feel pain as long as they don’t have to feel pain. They don’t care as long as I hide it from 

them so they don’t have to feel negative emotions. They don’t care that I feel like I’m alone. They’re 

okay that I suffer, as long as they don’t feel anything. The difficult emotions, the real conversations.  

They would rather blame it on other things or on other people rather than admitting or facing that they 

could possibly be a problem. They don’t want to have to make any changes or do anything about 

themselves. They taught us to repress our feelings. They taught us to express them by breaking things 

and demanding things, to shout, to blame, to hurt ourselves. And then they act all… saintly, showing 

this patient, loving, dedicated, martyr-like figures. Instead of talking or working through these 

emotions, instead of admitting faults or taking responsibility, they put the blame on something else.  

There was a time when we were able to talk about the world now they just parrot things. I often feel 

sorry for them but they’re the cause of their own shits so I also hate them. There was a time… 
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APRIL 

April 9, 00:07 AM 

FUCK! THE FUCKING SAME THING OVER AND OVER AGAIN. WTF. I'M SO SICK OF IT! If 

my life story is more tragic than this I’ll be allowed to feel what I’m feeling. But I discovered that my 

sibling is a good kid. They understand it too, the things I’m seeing, they understand too.  

April 18, 00.20 AM 

My hips hurt. Posture, sitting too much hurts. It hurts and I’m lonely. I'm still following these free 

online courses. I'm tired. I’m so tired of the same shit. The same negativity. I'm nervous. I'm anxious 

but hopeful. I’m feeling very positive. 

April 19, 10:50 AM 

I dreamed I was living in a house with many housemates. It was an interesting house, a lot of fun things 

and there were some people I knew. And now I’m sad. I just miss the feeling. I haven’t replied to my 

best friend’s text. I don’t know. I’m tired of pretending and replying ‘I’m fine’ like usual but I don’t 

know how to express what I’m feeling to them. I just don’t know. Sometimes I daydream of being in a 

room with everyone I know, sitting on the floor and throwing tantrum. Crying, screaming, smacking 

the floor. I daydream about crying and screaming in front of everyone.  

April 30, 11:31 PM 

Hives. Anxiety causes itches, hives, rash. They’re caused by anxiety and stress. Disgusting germs are 

creeping. I’m disgusted. Yeah, my mind is eating me. The key is to occupy your mind with other 

things. Don't let them occupy your mind like parasite. I can get by. I have to stay away from them to 

stay healthy. 
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MAY 

May 16, 10:22 PM 

Why do I have to feel guilty about enjoying life? About being happy? I don't get it. Where are my 

people? Where is my home? I keep looking… Living comfortably doing what satisfy me and allow me 

to be myself. That's what I want. It's simple, I think. 

Next day 00:17 AM 

I talk to my siblings sometimes. I'm not the only one who sees it but why, every time we talked about it, 

it always goes back to as if the conversation never happened? It hurts. It’s like I’m seeing ghosts no one 

else sees, and no one believes me when I tell them. Anyway, I'm done with this. I’m feeling a lot of 

negative things, like self-doubt and all that. But…I don't know. I have a feeling that it will all work out. 

I'll do my best. Every day, I'll do my best. It's not like there's anything to move on to. My siblings hate 

me. Who cares, caring hinders me from doing what needs to be done so even if it hurts I have to push 

through. I want a family. I think about it but how the fuck can I get there? I don’t even go out. 

May 28, 10:26 PM 

I will be slow at writing because I'm doing other random stuff. I was just thinking, it's not like I can 

actually erase a person. I just run away from them, from all, from everyone. I'm hurt. I'm hurting 

myself. I didn't reply to my best friend for about a month. I like them, the only person that makes things 

easier right now. I don't know the right answer. There's no right answer. That's it… it is how it is and 

then move on. I just… There are things I want, that's all. I'm doing what I can to get it, that's all. I want 

things to be okay again. My body is itching again. 

May 29, 11:47 PM 

I'm tired of my body. It's fat and itching all over. I have scars from the itches and other scars. My body 

is tiring. I hate my body. I watch too many TV shows. It's still running. Is there any meaning to writing 

things down anymore? Is there any meaning to keeping myself alive anymore? What I often think 

about… It's difficult having the desire to fix the situation while having thoughts such as that, do I have 

to continue? In addition to that, I keep feeling scared and doubts. Even if I find what I like, what if it's 

temporary? What if I fail? What if it fails? What if it sucks but then I get optimistic but then what 

if…..aah it's just…
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JUNE 

June 13, 11:22 PM 

I sent another application. I don't know. I don't know what I want but I don't know anything else. I want 

to write more but I'm not in the mood because my skin’s condition is really shitty it’s affecting my 

hand so it's difficult to write. I just want to write an update. I'm feeling positive about things.  
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JULY 

11:57 PM 

I'm so tired, emotionally and mentally tired. When is it going to end? When can I finally say 'Oh okay 

I got it,' 'So this is why,' or '…never mind. I want. I want. I want. I want. Wow, I need to sleep. I 

watched this movie today, It was awesome. A really really good movie.  

July 19, 10:36 PM 

I'm nervous. I’m supposed to hear back about the job tomorrow. I have a lot of concerns about the 

possibility of moving. It’s a little different this time. I want it but I’m still nervous. I don’t know. I 

really don’t know. I don't know the result. I don't know what I'll do. The commute doesn't sound bad. I 

can fill my time with books. I'm nervous about going, I guess. I know I can do it. It's just…scary. I can 

do it, I believe that. We'll see. I'm nervous. We'll see.  

July 24, 10:11 PM 

I got the job! I got the call last week, I was too lazy to write. I'm going to take it. I told my best friend 

and parents about it. My sibling was there so they heard it too. I’m glad they were there, I wanted them 

to hear it. I want them to know that I’m moving, that things are going to be okay. I have to thank my 

references. One of them was slow, I got nervous. I'm nervous all the time now anyway. I don't 

remember if this is the feeling I had when I applied to schools. Anyway, this is going to be different. 

I'm nervous but excited at the same time. I'm mostly nervous because I have expectations of what I 

want or how I think things will go. At least, I can save up money now. I'm going to confirm to the 

company tomorrow. No, I'll do it next week because it makes me nervous and it stresses out if I have to 

do it this week.  

I don't know if people are going to be nice or not. The interviewer sounded like they… some things 

were a bit off but it doesn't seem like a bad place. Other than that, everything is okay. I'm doing a 

garage sale with my sibling this weekend to earn some money. What else is there to do? I'm stressing 

out. I wish time stops so I can do everything. The problem right now is that I don’t feel free because I 

feel like there are other things I should be doing. It doesn't have to make me feel like this. Why does it? 

I just don't have a way to calm myself. I keep thinking, 'I don't know what to do right now'. I just want 

to enjoy the whole thing and get excited about this job. I have so many things to prepare. I still want to 

write but I think there's nothing else to write. There are a lot of things to do. I have to focus on time 

management so I can do everything I want… something like that.  
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AUGUST 

August 2, 03:38 PM 

I don't fucking know where to start. I started another show. I have so many things to do but I just…I 

just… ugh. Exactly that. I guess I have to do everything simultaneously. But I don’t know, I just don’t 

know where to start.  

August 8, 07:49 PM 

Fucking same. I still don't fucking know what to do, where to start. I just want to read and relax.  

August 26, 08:08 AM 

I dreamed that a TV show character made a pie for me because they wanted me back in their life 

because I was taken by some ‘emo’ person. The person forced me into their car. I was in the front seat 

and they drove it to a wall to kill me because they thought I was boring. The wall they drove into was of 

their home. They brought me inside. Inside, I laughed at them and told them that I was different from 

what they thought while we sat on the couch together like we were friends. And then the actor of the 

TV show came with the pie. They had been making efforts to get me back. I cried and said I’m going to 

do my best to come back to them. All this was happening while we all sat on the couch in front of the 

TV. We were joined by the other actors from the TV show and we all sat closely, huddled together. The 

actors were holding me tightly next to them. The feeling I had was that I loved them and they loved me. 

The kidnapper joined in on the hug too. I do like that actor. 
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SEPTEMBER 

11:35 AM 

Lately, I'm just scared. I've been scared but I keep thinking about what might happen at work. What if 

I make mistakes? What if I embarrass myself? These scary thoughts. What if I forget where I want to 

go or what I want to achieve? If I get too comfortable, like how I am now? I'm so angry and pissed. 

Why am I stagnant? Why is it so difficult for me to just do or just say? To just pursue things? Why am 

I so afraid of making mistakes? What's stopping me? What exactly is scaring me? Can I just please get 

over it and move on to do what I want with courage. Please, please give me this.  

September 5, 11:48 PM 

Why the fuck have I been anxious and panicky. Fucking relax! Study. What the fuck is wrong with 

you!!! What the fuck is worrying me? What the fuck am I doing? Scared of? What the fuck is going 

on? Why the fuck am I panicking? What is it exactly? What is it??? I don't know. I don't know…  
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OCTOBER 
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NOVEMBER 
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DECEMBER  

10:28 PM 

I’m tired of people. They’re all toxic. They’re all heartless. Robots. Robots. Check check check, insert 

program. I should be writing about moving preparation. Give me the courage and knowledge to make 

the right decisions and to recognize people that I should stay away from. 

December? 

I told my father to not open a channel. They wanted to advise on how to husband and how to parent. 

But my mother says “ don’t love more than 30%,” such a small number. And none of their children is 

without a giant burden. And fights and blaming each other. Living in maybe and perhaps. What’s their 

intent? I constantly question. And in return, they told me to look in the mirror.  

And I do look in the mirror.  

But when there’s no one to cooperate, no one is willing to communicate their feelings, no conscious 

communication to help you fix your mistakes. Living with a giant blind spot. Working your body 

under the assumption, that the ‘real world’ takes work that sacrifices all your beings, all your efforts. 

That it is what it is. That life is full of hating and not being able to change things. That one event 

defines who you are. Ignoring any progress you’ve made. Just to impress those who confess to their 

sins and committed offenses much worse than yourself and still get the passes.  

Is there such a thing as a moral compass? What have I been defending?  

I continue to question. 

Am I living my best self? Am I choosing the right quests? Am I good enough? Am I making any 

progress? Where am I? where am I with this being good thing? Have I been fooling myself? All this 

time finding faults in others, have I been blind to my own? Am I counting my good, all the right 

decisions, just to get into heaven? Do I only want to be thought of as a good person? Being called good 

has its own advantageous, is this true? 

I’m always told “ accept what you get, you don’t deserve better.” am I a perpetrator or a victim? For 

talking back and claiming that I do deserve better. To live in this world with others, will I ever not hurt 

with my actions or my words? How to live in this world, to not hurt anyone at all, is it possible? 
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"Normal"  
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JANUARY 
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FEBRUARY  

February 18, 02:28 PM 

I should have written every day. I often forget things now.   
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MARCH  

March 8, 09:37 AM 

It’s difficult to cry. I don’t know why. I won’t ask why. I’m just going to move. I can do it alone. I can 

do it alone. I can do this alone. I can do this alone. I can do this alone. I’m angry at everyone and 

everything. Just shut them out and then focus on yourself again. I can do that now? For some reason, 

I’m feeling a bit better. Maybe the idea that I can just shut them out makes me feel better. I still feel like 

shit. These negative thoughts again. All these irritations might also be because of the depression. I just 

have to tell myself I'm okay. You're okay. You're okay. You're okay. You're okay. Still, this feeling is 

shit but you're okay. 

10:30 AM 

I have to make myself get out of bed and get out of this shit mind… must be depression again. The 

reality might be different, might be the same. Either way, it doesn’t feel good. Shit. Fuck. They’re 

going to say I’m in the wrong. I should apologize but nothing I say will matter.  

03:35 PM 

I'm feeling a bit better. Exercise is good for you. I need to exercise more and watch what I eat. I'm 

slowly accepting things. I'm slowly accepting that everything might only be a learning experience. But 

I don't know what to do. I already want to leave this place. I don't like the hours, it’s different than I 

thought. I know… things that seem silly to others, it matters a lot to me. I mean, people will say 'oh 

suck it up' but there are other things I want to do and this is tiring me so much that I just want to lay in 

bed. I can't stay here. I still haven't found a home. 

I can't wait for my day off. I have to go to a dermatologist. My stress is causing my rashes to come 

back. My diet might be one of the causes too. This 'normal' sucks. I had a moment of weakness and 

spilled my insecurities. I'm nervous about my next shift. I don't know what I should do about work, I'm 

too lazy to look for another one. Do I even have time? Is it bad? If you consider my life plan…one 

more hour. I guess I should get ready now.  

March 11, 10:39 PM 

The doctor was nice. It was all so fast and easy. I've been eating too much and spending too much 

money but I started working out again. It felt great. I went shopping today, I got a bunch of stuff. I'm 

satisfied but I'm still feeling shitty. I need a backpack. I found one that I like. I want to buy it when I get 

my next paycheck. Or another backpack if I find something else I like. That's it so far. I'm okay. I'll be 

okay. This place sucks. It's okay but this is it. I'll just look around and learn from it. 

March 18, 02:54 PM 
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Fuck everyone mood again.  

March 19, 01:09 PM 

I'm constantly in this state of being at peace but still restless. I'm calm but I'm frustrated at everything 

and everyone. I don't know what to do. Fucking stop eating! It's disgusting. You're disgusting. Shit. 

What is it that I'm running away from? What am I not satisfied with? Is it my body? It is. But it feels 

like there's more and I'm just here frustrated. 

10:38 PM 

I'm about to sleep. There are many things I should write but haven't. My head is mainly occupied by 

this thing I'm scared of. I just have to read more self-help books. Psychology. Mental health. 

Spirituality. Stuff. I should practice paying attention to my thoughts. Deep down I feel like it's okay. 

I'm getting myself in check again. I'm looking for a new job. I'm optimistic. I’m just a bit unfocused. 

I'm sure I'm not staying for long. After I collect enough money I will move on. 

I can't control myself lately. Seeking pleasure, I don't know why. This physical world. I have to figure 

things out here so I can stay in this world. I've been losing myself and I continue to lose myself. I'm 

free falling. This is scary. It's really scary. I just want to be happy. I'm scared. Being alone is scary. I'm 

losing sense of reality and existence. I didn't realize this is the scary part. 

March 24, 05:50 PM 

I feel lonely right now. I didn't go anywhere. I spent all day watching TV shows. I painted something 

but it’s not finished. Fucking shit. I need to exercise. Fucking shit. I'm scared but my worries are valid. 

They are valid. I'll write more later. Right now, I need to clear my mind by organizing and cleaning. 

Maybe I’ll take a shower after.
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APRIL 

April 2, 02:50 AM 

I can't sleep. Okay, I'm going to try to sleep.  

April 2, 05:16 PM 

Shit. I'm anxious. I don't know. I cleaned. I organized. But why is my head still not clear. I’m so tired. 

FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. WHY?? I’m tired of doing this alone but I JUST WANT TO BE ALONE.   

April 3, 02:34 AM 

I need to fucking sleep. Fuck. Stop this. Get out of your head. What should I do? Get out of your head.  

April 11, 11:36 PM 

I got some new books today. This is good. I’m happy. Work is shit. Today was really crappy. I want to 

call in sick tomorrow. I have to get a new job. At this point I'm… there are other things I want to write 

so never mind. I don't know. I'm slowly accepting and letting go. I’m slowly getting to feeling okay on 

my own again. Slowly…breathe…let go…breathe…let go, I need to keep reminding myself. 

April 12, 02:12 AM 

I took a day off again. In total, I’ve taken two days off in a month and there’s also the holiday. I don’t 

know how much I’ll get paid. I have to leave this job. Everything is scary now. It’s not exciting like 

before because now I'm just tired. But this time, running away have more obstacles. It will be better if 

I get a part-time job so I have time to do other things but…  

I have to vent. I feel like I’m being restricted. If I don’t express how I feel but I shouldn’t. I guess I 

should let it go and keep it to myself. Let's focus on getting a new job. Let’s focus on finding the life I 

want to live and work I want to do. All this is stressing me out. I can't ask for help from anyone. I 

haven't been able to sleep properly. There’s too much work and too many feelings. I don’t want to 

remember the time I spent with people. I'm so tired. I just want to sleep. I want to… . I guess my 

depression is acting out. It’s triggered by work, I guess. I hope I can recharge this weekend.  

How I'm dealing with things isn't right. I don't know what to do though. Shit. I need to vent more but 

I'm tired and I should sleep but I'm thinking too much. If I stop writing, my mind won't shut up. I’m so 

angry. I want this feeling to be over. Fucking shit. This feeling thing… No. Let's get positive. It's shitty 

but I have to look ahead. It hurts though. My imagination was going somewhere I couldn’t catch. Let's 

sleep.  

April 16, 10:26 PM 
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I think I had a panic attack. I felt like I couldn't breathe. Why? Job search, that must be it. I sent some 

applications and I just panicked. These things affect me deeply because I feel trapped. I can't make 

decisions. I can't do what I want. I just want to do whatever I want even if it seems stupid or silly to 

others. 

April 17, 00:13 AM 

Yeah, I'm just scared. I was scared and blocked everything so everything everything EVERYTHING! 

else was blocked. I'm still not 100% open like how it could be but I'm getting there. I'm getting to that 

space again. It's okay. It just takes time to get there. Everything will be okay as always. I'm still scared, 

is all. I just need to deal with whatever the next necessary step is. One step at a time. Action no action, 

move on, let go.
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MAY 

May 10, 12:34 AM 

I can't cry. I need to cry. Please let me cry. Today was really tough. I considered going to the forest. 

Everything is so hard. I don't know what to do. I keep having to calm myself down, to help myself. I 

have to take care of myself. Physical hurt is better than emotional hurt. Please let me cry. I need to cry. 

May 12, 11:36 PM 

I’m not exercising. I’m eating like shit. I'm mostly sad Really sad. I have a headache. I just spent so 

much on junk food. I haven't exercise in two weeks. I called in sick four times this month. I didn't go to 

the staff meeting. I'm stressed out about a new job interview on Monday. I'm stressed out about work 

next week. I'm stressed out about the future. I want to kill myself. Screw everything, I'll kill myself. No 

one is reliable. There's no one to talk to. I am prideful and that makes it even more difficult. I feel like 

I'm shit. Time, please stop and let me do what needs to be done.  

Monday 00:03 AM 

I can't sleep. I applied to so many. I can’t run away this time. It’s scary. It sucks. I have to face it. I got 

an interview to one that is part-time but I have to say no. I have a bad feeling about it. I have to find 

another full-time position to save up money. I have to take action but I'm still jittery. I'm still nervous. 

I'm scared, anxious, I'm still sad. I'm still sad. My mind is probably playing tricks on me.  

What's real? Same thing, same thing. Different people, different situations, different stories… but for 

me, I'm the same. I can't run away. And it pisses me off. I can't run away, not from the feeling. I'm 

letting go. I'm doing my best. I feel good, overall. I feel satisfied but I'm still anxious, scared, nervous, 

and all those. Just keep doing your best. Just keep moving. I need to start doing things I like but I have 

to sort out this job thing first.  

May 22, 07:35 AM 

I’m feeling anxious and nervous and upset because of my current job. I’m nervous and anxious about 

meeting new people if I get a new job. I can’t stop thinking. What do I need? I’m trying to stay 

grounded but I’m feeling angry. Everything feels hard. Everything feels unpleasant. I’m tired. I have 

no one to talk to. I have no one to comfort me. I want to cry because I’m so scared and nervous and 

alone. Shit. I feel very lonely. Something has to change but I don't know what. Please help me out. 

May 29, 08:40 AM 

I had a really weird horror dream that felt like it was real, like it was happening somewhere in this 

world or another world. It was like peeking into another existence. There were two dreams. One of 

them was the horror one. The other one was about someone else.  
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The horror dream was about a person, inheriting a spirit's wealth. Three people were stuck in a room 

with dangerous contraptions. Somehow, two of them killed themselves in horrible way (unknown, the 

dream didn’t show it) and the third person was left alone in the room. They were confused with the 

situation because they just appeared there and had to survive on their own. They were struggling to 

stay safe while the floor moved around. And then the spirit appeared in the room and helped them. The 

spirit said they wanted the person to inherit their wealth. The person suddenly woke up in an 

interrogation room. On the table were cans of soda, books, cables, and some other stuff I can’t 

remember. And then I woke up. The two others who killed themselves… there were cans on their neck 

like their head came out of the can. Like the can cut them somehow and killed them and fitted them 

into it. The person who survived also had a can on their neck but it didn’t cut them. And the spirit that 

showed up, they carried their head or body in a beautiful box.  

Different topic… I'm scared, nervous, and all those things.  

Same day 

When is it going to be over? Fuck this feeling. Fuck this depression. Fuck rejection. Fuck people. Fuck 

everyone. Fuck everything. I'm so tired. Get up already. Do it already. You fucking shit. Get the fuck 

up and start your life! Fuck you! Stop hurting yourself. Please quit the job!!! kill yourself. Kill 

yourself. Kill yourself??? Fucking piece of shit. My brain won't stop.   
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JUNE  

June 1, 05:21 PM 

This week has been hard. This month has been hard. My hands are itchy. I sleep late. I don't want to 

need time. I'm fucking sad. I can't do shit. Fuck. 

June 4, 04:24 PM 

I got shit to do. Fuck. I keep thinking about random things. Is it because of the job interview that's 

coming up? I'm stressed out about housing? Scared about quitting? I feel like giving up. I feel like 

giving up. I don't know what to do. I feel sick. I'm stressed out and it's affecting me physically. Fuck. 

Why am I like this? 

June 12, 01:30 PM 

I sent in my letter of resignation yesterday. I had to lie. I fucking hate it. Why can't I just be honest, that 

the job was causing me anxiety and after I tried it it didn't suit me? People have different skills, why do 

I have to lie about discovering that this isn't it? 

I went out with a friend this weekend. It was fun. I drank a lot. I skipped work. I told them beforehand 

that I was quitting. I was thinking of this job I got. I have to reject it because it pays so low, I won’t be 

able to move. Anyway, I drank and drank. It was fun spending time with people I'm comfortable with. 

Very fun. Now, I feel like shit. Not really. I'm just thinking a lot about what's next since I quit the job. 

I still think that everything is going to be fine. But I do worry. I haven't told the parents. I told my 

friend. As usual… I'm shit at asking for help. It would be nice to have someone else to rely on, this 

alone thing is getting tiring. I have to focus on what's next, what's now. I need to find a new room. I 

have to sort it out before next weekend. I've been thinking I should move somewhere else. It's going to 

be cheaper. Screw this shit. …so unstable. It's okay. Everything will be okay. I just want to enjoy 

living. Play play play play. Angry. I want to eat but I don't want to spend money. Let's get this over 

with. 

June 14, 01:21 AM 

I don't know. I have a hard time sleeping. I have a hard time controlling what I eat. I started exercising 

again. Job wise, I feel less pessimistic but… I don't know what to do and how to make myself feel 

better. I don't know. Fuck this shit. I hate sleeping late. Fuck everything. 
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JULY  

July 2 

I moved to a share house. I have five other housemates but it's pretty quiet and everyone stays in their 

room so it's not bad. The move was tiring and costly. I have so much stuff I had to hire help. How do I 

have this much stuff? When did I buy them? Is it always this much? What the fuck am I doing wrong? 

Every time I move, there always seems to be something to have to get rid of.  

Work. everything about everything... my head… But I feel like it's serious now. Compare to before, this 

time it feels different. This time, I'm different too, hopefully. I have to rest. I’m tired and I'm going to this 

craft class tomorrow. I want to try this out. I'm scared but I'm also excited. My head... clutter and messy 

like how much stuff I got. Shit. Fuck. Fuck. Please let me sleep in peace.  

July 10, 09:29 PM 

I’m still feeling that heaviness in my chest. I’m still having a hard time falling asleep. I feel like I lost it. 

What happened? I had myself and my confidence back, what happened? I've been weak. I need my 

strength back. I'm trying something that might work to help me out. I don't know. Maybe I'll just keep 

writing what I feel here and see if I feel better. I've been reluctant to write. I don't know what happened, 

why? It's that invisible chain again trying to make me do things I don't really want to do. This feeling, is it 

real? Am I making MY decisions? I'll try to write it down on the next page. I don't know why I'm so 

reluctant to sort this out.  

July 11, 10:38 PM 

Online help chat site again. I talked to someone and I feel a lot better. I went through some issues and 

gained some clarity. Maybe that's all you need to feel better. Let it out, talk it out to someone. No 

conclusion or solution, no making decisions, no taking action, just blurt everything out, to anyone.  

I've been doing pretty good at blocking everything bad but maybe it hasn't been enough. Maybe I need to 

be even better to myself. More me time. More happy time. More courage. More happy eating. Maybe this 

is what I need. So let's do the things you like. By yourself. Go eat alone. Go do things alone. Maybe… 

that's what I need right now. Okay.  

July 12, 06:12 PM 

While writing things down I thought…' why though?' why am I stressing out about others this much? 

Why am I making efforts to fix relationships or connect with people at all? Why? Why? Why? And then 

another thought appears, ‘to clarify’ to clarify things? To vent and be listened to by the people involved. 

And then, ‘is it necessary?’ to explain, to do this ‘clarification’ whatever? And then, ‘for your sanity’ 

please, do it for your sanity. I don’t know. I don’t think I’m that brave. To just think that I’m so important 

that anyone would want to listen to me. Or to even think that anyone is affected by my actions or behavior. 
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Or if anyone remembers me at all. To fix things with others, do they even want that? You make mistake, 

you just move on. Bitterly.   

July 13, 10:23 PM 

It’s like when something hard is stuck between your teeth. It’s not visible but you know it’s there. What 

will make me feel better? What will make me able to make decisions again? Properly, not impulsively. 

Trying to listen to myself and make myself feel grounded but I'm feeling shitty all the time. It’s one of 

those that gets stuck and won’t budge.  

July 16, 00:16 AM 

They probably live a good life. I'm envious. They probably went to a good school, get a good job, get a 

suitable partner, have a family, live a life like on TV. Someone said that they're common. Yeah, I see that. 

Normal. People like that friend of mine who has a good family... okay, it's unfair to them but you know… 

'normal'.  

July 19, 09:11 PM 

I calmed down. A lot of self-help stuff and breathing. I want to try meditation but it feels like it… it feels 

scary somehow. I'm busy with stuff so I'll write more later. I'm still in the process of letting things be 

which is… still in the process. But I realized that I haven't accepted myself. I haven't loved myself. I 

realized how much I disrespect myself and hate myself. I want to change that. I'm learning to love myself.  

I don't know what to love, though. What exactly am I suppose to love? All this 'love yourself' thing 

floating around in the media, what? So many expectations to be loved or approved by others. And even if 

you love yourself, you still have to live with others who constantly reminds you that you need to work on 

yourself. Where is the finish line? So I can reach it. So I can be loved by others too.  

But, anyway, I have to prioritize loving myself so… whatever that means. I guess, to be okay with who I 

am? And show up to the world as this self? I'm trying. But some memories cross your mind once in a 

while and it brings up unpleasant feelings. 

? PM 

Every day I look at you. And only when I’m alone that I’m allowed to love you.  

When I’m alone. When the doors closed. When their voices don’t reach. When I’m far away from TV and 

magazines. When they don’t show me pictures of how I should be. When they don’t speak a word of 

numbers or genders or colors. When there’s no pressure to put on a face. When I don’t have to impress to 

be loved by someone else.  

Only when I’m alone that I’m allowed to fall in love with you. So every day I look at you, I look at you, I 

look at you… and I cherish you.  



 128 

July 28, 09:12 PM 

I like airports.There are a lot of things to see and to do and no one bothers you. Everyone is rushing 

somewhere. I like concerts too. Everyone’s focus is on the stage. You can move and jump and shout. No 

one cares. Everyone else is doing the same on their own. It’s not the crowd I’m afraid of, it’s people 

bothering me and judging me. Everyone should just mind their own shit.  

I feel my depression is on. I just keep thinking about bad things. There's an announcement, maybe a delay. 

No one is walking… no one is walking… oh, another one hour delay. 

Airports, stations, and hotels. All the places I've laid my head for some rest. Most have showers and the 

rest, everything ones need to keep themselves refreshed. These places that I love have temporary 

existence. But they've been like home to me. Giving me comfort and the solitude that I seek. Sure, people 

pass by. Hundreds. But everyone is going somewhere. In their own spaces on their own adventures. So 

I'm left with the solitude. Left with minding my own. Without guilt, they'll be on their way. And so will I.
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AUGUST 

August 1, 11:03 PM 

I still think about suicide. I still cry alone every day. I'm still clouded by thoughts every day. But for 

some reason, I think everything is going to be okay. I'm… I think I'm happy inside. Outside is shit. My 

head is shit. But inside, there's something that feels good there. I'm on vacation, kind of. My friend said 

I can figure things out while I’m here. It's not that I don't know what I want. I'm trying to be realistic 

but it's like everything is covered in mist and I can’t go forward . What the fuck am I doing here? It 

doesn't make sense at all.  

My friend makes me feel better. I accompanied them to this store today. I usually wouldn’t go in there 

but I felt comfortable going in with them. Some places make me feel inferior, makes me feel like I 

don't belong no matter what I wear or how much money I carry. How can a place, how can a room have 

that much power over your self worth? These people…certain clothes, certain demeanor… like I'm 

worth shit. This is another problem, I realized. I was surrounded by people that made me feel like I was 

less than who I really was. It cost me my self-esteem and self-confidence. I felt like I was being 

criticized and talked about all the time because they did that to others too. I just want to feel good about 

myself.  

I signed up for this volunteer thing in another country. It's scary but I feel like I really want to do this 

scary thing. I feel bad, like I shouldn't even apply. I should find a 'real' job and save up some more to 

stabilize my life. Honestly, I don't feel bad. I know I probably won't get picked but I've always wanted 

to do it so no, I don't feel bad abandoning everything else. What makes me feel bad is others' 

expectations, like family, that I have to provide for them or do as they did. That I have to live for them 

and consider their needs over my own. If not, then I’m selfish. If not, that I’m a bad child. It's shit. I feel 

like my life isn't mine. I want to just kill myself. 

I guess I'm just tired. I'm feeling a lot of emotion. Crazy, my head is crazy. What the fuck do I need? 

Can I just kill myself already? Fuck everyone. They’re not even here. Fuck all of you. I'm going to kill 

myself. I’m too tired. I walked around too much today. I need to sleep. I'm going to sleep.  

August 7, 07:38 AM 

I'm still having trouble sleeping. It's even worse, I think. I feel angry all the time. A lot of people are 

shit. I have to go but someone is using the bathroom. I don't know what I need or what to do now, I’m 

still… blank. Well, not completely but, you know. Okay, I'll write it later. Bathroom.  

08:03 AM 

I'm feeling hopeless. It’s stupid and I’m an adult but I feel like a kid who keeps running away from one 

home to another. I keep trying to attach myself or depend on someone else and… being wrong, I guess. 
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Why the fuck do I keep doing this? I need to work on myself and focus on myself. I don't know… 

everything is shit. I need to sleep. I have to try to sleep for one more hour, I didn't sleep until 3 or 4 am 

maybe. Fuck 

August 9, 09:14 PM 

I have to let go. No matter how I feel about it. Because at this moment they're going to be themselves. 

I'm not going to change myself for others so it's only fair that I don't try to change others or expect 

others to change for me. I have to remember this. I have to keep reminding myself. It's hard though, 

when you're lonely or when you want somebody so you make efforts to be liked, to be who they like. 

But it is what it is. They are what they are. I am what I am. I have to accept this. 

I want… I want… I want… this what makes it hard. I want because I think I lack.  

August 10, 02:28 AM 

I can't sleep again. I keep thinking about where to put people in my head, good or bad? I'm stressing 

about this and that. I need to fucking sleep. 

August 11, 12:41 AM 

I don't know what to do and no one can tell me the right answer.  

August 13, 03:52 AM 

My head won't shut up again. People are shit. I want to sleep. Let me sleep. My head won't shut up. Just 

let me sleep, please.  

August 14, 08:41 AM 

I couldn't sleep again last night. I was up until 4 am. I dreamed about something, I can't remember 

what. I woke up at 7, in time for breakfast. I have been skipping meals. I need some alone time so I’m 

avoiding running into my housemates. I'm still upset about the job. I have to go again tomorrow. I'm 

running out of money. This depression is pushing me down. I just feel like I need to get out of this. If I 

just don't go out, I'll be fine. I just need a bed and food and I’m good. And bathroom. 

About life in general, I know what I want but I don't know how to get it. I can go back to my parents' 

house and save money, to regroup again. I'm just so tired mentally and emotionally. I hate people so 

much. It's so tiring. I want a pet. That's all I want right now. A permanent space to put my stuff and a 

pet. Is this life even real? It doesn't feel like it. I keep moving, cutting connections. It doesn't feel real at 

all. I'm sick. I know I'm sick. I keep contemplating suicide. I just want to die. If I step on a ledge, no 

one will save me. They'll just walk away. They'll walk away and continue with their lives. Whatever 

they feel when they witness it, they’ll choose to walk away. 
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Shit. I have to get another reference letter, that's the annoying part. It has to be recent. I don't even talk 

to people at work.  

The issue is not money, it’s the value of my existence. What is my value if I’m just a piece of meat on 

the sideline with nothing to give? Any life achievement doesn’t matter unless it generates money. 

Whatever you create, whatever you achieve, whatever improvement you’ve made within yourself and 

your surroundings, if you can’t milk it, it doesn’t matter. Even within the family, you’re only valuable 

to your family if you have something to give or if you can improve their lives in some way. You’re 

only valuable as much as the money you generate.  

Money is a tool but it feels like it becomes much more. Societal issues only matter when it affects the 

economy. I don’t matter. Life itself doesn’t matter.  

Everyone is always calculating. When you get older it becomes more complicated. Asking about 

someone’s job isn’t asking for their interest but their worth. What kind of title they have or how much 

money they earn. How much do I owe them? How much do they owe me? Did they give as much as I 

gave? It’s give and take but it’s more like I won’t give if I can’t take? At some point in our lives, we 

didn’t care, right? As long as everyone is enjoying their time together, it doesn’t matter, right?  

I’m getting depressed but I feel a little better after writing my thoughts.  

August 22, 02:23 AM 

It's hard to sleep again. I keep tossing and turning. My eyes are tired, too much screen but my brain is 

still constantly talking in there. I'm just very… charged? Like everything is up to the max. An 

explosion of emotion or spirit or something. But I do feel content. Just content. I feel like I'm enough. 

The rest is just anxiety and depression acting out. Maybe.  

I feel satisfied with myself. I did it. I tried different things. I tried it and… I was able to finish things.  

I talked to an old friend that I like. They’re nice. It was a good conversation. I sent some flowers for my 

parents’ anniversary. It was a bit late. I feel like I miss them. It's probably because of those photos I 

saw. My friend went on a trip with their family and it reminded me of the times we went on vacation. I 

sent them some pictures of my life recently. I don’t know what it is but at times I feel the urge to share 

things. Even though I never want them to intrude my life.  

04:11 AM 

This is how it's been. My mind won't shut up. I didn't drink caffeine. It just keeps bringing up topics to 

think about. Things keep popping up. It's been weeks, months, years, what is it? What's nagging me? I 

thought I've solved things, deal with things. There's nothing else to do. I should at least be able to sleep 

normally but why? Let me sleep!  
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04:31 AM 

I just want things to be different. I thought it’s going to be different. I thought it’s going to be different 

because I made effort to change things. I got a job, didn’t I? I’m living a ‘normal’ life aren’t I? Why is 

the conclusion the same? The ending is the same? I mean… I mean, I’m different... Me, inside… Some 

things unfolded differently than I expected but… I can function ‘normally’ in the world but why am I 

still bothered by things? Why can’t I sleep? Why is my brain keep digging stuff? Can’t it be cured? I 

should look it up.  

11:44 AM 

I can't run away from the feeling. I'm going to write this down or… I made efforts to change my life but 

I realize that the issue was more than myself. If after I made efforts to ‘fix’ myself I still end up with the 

same result then isn’t it another variable that needs fixing? I’m not the only one struggling. Why are we 

struggling? I can change myself but the rules restricting my freedom have to change too.  

August 26, 08:36 PM 

I moved to a new place. The landlord is pretty laid back. They're playing music right now. We've been 

talking, they seemed to have traveled to so many places. I'd like to do that. They're all quite nice. They 

talked about helping me get a job. It scared me a bit. I don't care about staying. And owing to other 

people, I don't want that. I don't feel comfortable with that. The attachment from others' kindness is a 

scary thing. I'm expected to do something back now. It's not that I'm not thankful but… this 

expectation feels heavy.  

Breathe. I'm trying to accept things as they are. I'm feeling hectic or frantic or manic or restless… 

whatever. I need to be alone. I just want to be alone. That's what I want right now. Some clarity. I want 

to be away from stuff and away from 'noises'. I'm getting nervous now.  

It's all right but I'm over-thinking things. I just want some downtime but I have a lot to do tomorrow. I 

have a job interview, I have to take care of the address change at the post, I have to buy some house 

stuff and groceries. I just want to kill myself, what do I do? I don't know what to do. I feel like I have to 

do something. I have to be productive but…I don't actually want to. I just want to sleep. I want to pack 

my bags now and go somewhere else. There's a cockroach on the wall. Wow..it's moving. The landlord 

is still here and they’re playing this fucking sad music. I don't need this right now. I just want to curl in 

bed and cry. I don't need this.  

10:49 PM 

This place is a little dirty but this will do for now. I watched a movie with them but I excused myself 

because I'm tired. I'm tired of everything… mentally, physically, emotionally, I'm just tired. 

Tomorrow, a job interview.  
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11:23 PM 

I want to kill myself. I really do. I have to make preparations, where my stuff should go or where to 

burn them and stuff. It's painful to keep on living. It's painful. 

August 27, 05:15 PM 

I found a great coffee shop. I was crying since this morning and I'm trying not to break down the whole 

day. Even now, I just want to cry. I want to kill myself. Shit. I'm contacting a psychiatrist or 

psychotherapist. I don’t know. The website looks professional but the credential is…. but it’s near. I 

made an appointment for Wednesday and it should be about ninety minutes. It's expensive. It's fucking 

expensive. Money.  

I missed another job interview. What the fuck is going on? I can't bring myself to do this anymore. I 

can't bring myself to deal with this shit anymore but where should I go? Everywhere I go I keep getting 

bothered. This landlord, I thought they will be busy doing their own thing but they kept coming to me 

and offering me stuff. Now, I don't know. I want my space. I want my own space. What do I do now? 

Kill myself. Bulimia. Start. I can't remember who I told and who I didn't. This is painful. Being 

confused is painful. I just can't remember shit. What do they say about depression? Why do I get so 

disappointed? Because you have to project yourself in a certain way to protect yourself. My feelings 

are real, aren't they? I know they are but why does it seem like everyone else keeps dismissing it? They 

are real. I know they are real. Temporary or not they are real. It was real. I am real. What I felt was real. 

Everything that happened was real. Am I the only one feeling these feelings? I can't stand it. I hope 

they go to work. I hope they go to work so I can go back and have a quiet time. Why do I keep going to 

places with people who won't give me space?  
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September  

September 2, 04:10 PM 

I'm going to write slow because I'm feeling unstable. Anyway, I moved again. I had the interview on 

Thursday and they wanted a person right away so I left the next day. I got a nice small furnished place 

for cheap. The landlord is old and nice and gave me some extra stuff. The problem is it's very old and 

dusty. They said it was cleaned but my allergies are acting up. I need to buy a vacuum cleaner or an air 

purifier. I'll see if I can get them with my paycheck. I'm alone but I still feel like I can't relax. I still have 

trouble sleeping. Especially with the allergies, my eyes are just puffy all the time. It's a nice apartment 

but… this is still not it. I still feel so uneasy. I have to think. I still don't know what to do. My hurts are 

still there. My pain still exists.  

06:44 PM 

But so what? Do these people even exist? The more I'm alone the more I disconnect. The more I feel 

like they weren’t even real. See, they’re not here right now, maybe they’re not even real. My memories 

of them are just imagination or daydreams, things I wanted to happen. I'm tired of this. I'm tired of this 

feeling but it won't stop. I still have to move. I haven't found a home. I had to let go a few friends again. 

Their friendships never felt sincere. Fuck, I have to work tomorrow. I just want to kill myself already. 

This world is a weird place. I don't understand it. I'm… not exactly lost but I don't have anything or 

anyone to hold on to. No consistency, no home, no ground to land on. I have me, at least. I guess. I just 

realized something. I think it’s a little disturbing. I think… I was looking for parental figure in my 

connections. In a couple of close friends. This is why it was messy. This is why I had expectations that 

I shouldn’t expect from friends. My parents never felt like parents so I projected it to my connections 

in some way. Things that I needed. My expectations of them… I need to dive into this matter so I can 

be better with my next relationships.  

Things are falling apart, huh? But they're also falling into place, I think.  

I have to treat people better. Something like renewing rules or boundaries. I just have to keep working 

on myself. There are still lingering thoughts like, am I too damaged? Am I too broken? Am I broken? 

Am I damaged? What do I do? How to be a good person? How can I be a better person? A decent 

human being? Sincere and genuine? Can I be this person? What about this hurt? What do I do with 

them? Why is it so difficult? To figure out what's right or wrong? 

7:22 PM 

Something is not right. I just don't know what it is, what, or where to fix this misalignment.  

September 23, 10:30 AM 
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Work has been emotionally draining but equally charging. The colleagues are very nice people. 

Personally, this week has been tough. I keep thinking about my relationships with others. A lot of 

emotional drainage or something. I often dream about people I know these days. Somehow I feel like I 

know the right thing to do and I'm doing them. They're just memories, the past is just memory. It’s like 

some lingering smell that takes time to leave. I should write more but I'm lazy right now. I'm really 

tired and I just want to zone out or work on things I like. I'm just going to write some notes from my 

phone. Also, I dreamed of being invited to join a cult. I was visited by some religious people yesterday, 

maybe that's why. The dream was like a whole movie, it was pretty cool.  

September 24, 10:12 AM 

I feel like I'm in a limbo where things don't feel real. I'm working on an email to ask for another 

reference letter. The limbo is scary and it feels unreal. It doesn’t feel real. I want ice cream. I'm so 

anxious, I don't know why.  

10:13 PM 

I finally sent the email. This month… was tough. Is tough. I'm just so tired. I don't know what's going 

on. I don't know why. I feel like I'm cracking and breaking apart. But for what? Is something good 

going to come out of me? I've been watching a lot of porn in the past few days. I still don't have 

internet. I had to use my phone. I don't talk or include people in my life anymore but I haven't really… 

or I never really let go. I’m always in this… emotional pain. Emotional loss? I’ve been craving for 

relationships or connections, that feeling of.… something. Maybe I want more changes. Let go of the 

old and embrace the new.  

I'm feeling nostalgic. Sentimental. I'm so stressful too. I can't relax somehow and somehow I can. I 

don't know. I just feel so tired, I feel like there's a lot on my plate even though it's a normal amount. I 

don't know what's going on inside. Everything just feels tiring. Can I keep doing this alone? I know I 

can. I just… have to find another job. I have to find something that’s less draining. I just want to be 

alone. It’s getting colder. Slaving away for nothing. I really want to end it soon but I have to hold on 

until the end of the year. And I need the money. And they're friendly, I'm just tired. I just need more 

breaks.  

Doing what you like or love takes hard work too, you know. Everyone have skills and talents if we 

have time and resources to develop it. Sometimes they’re deemed to be useless to the world but I think 

everyone fills a role, right? It’s always useful in some way. And life gets boring when you don't do 

anything so even people who don't have anything they feel they can do, they'll be interested if it's 

something they can learn to do. I mean… Why is it so hard to be treated as a person? As a living being? 

You’re expected to maintain 100% at all times. If you just give me a minute, I’ll recover quickly, you 

know. If you force me to squeeze all of my energy it’ll take longer to recover or not at all. Is is even 

effective? … I'm too tired to make a point. 
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I just want to do something that aligns with what I like or what I think I'm good at, at least. But how this 

world is, it doesn’t allow people to get to know themselves. And there are just too many expectations.   

Anyway, I had another panic today. I felt anxious because I had to send that email. I haven't talked to 

them for years and I don't know if they liked me or not or if they'll be able to give a good reference. 

And then I kept thinking things.  

Same day 11:50 PM 

I have to sleep, I have work tomorrow. I keep thinking I want to kill myself and fuck everything. My 

best friend finally talked to me after months of silence They broke up with their partner and wasn't 

feeling well. We talked like usual.  

September 25, 07:45 AM 

Good morning. I threw the trash today. Five or six bags. My mood is still… out of sync? I'm just 

thinking about the people in my life. I still have a lot to do. I'm just really scared about doing them. I'm 

not sure what part I'm afraid of exactly. I want to quit this job but it will be really bad for my resume. 

And I think I'm probably just stressing out for no reason right now. I can hold on until the end of the 

contract.  

I feel like I'm losing myself. At the same time, I feel like this is me, just not all of me. I want to do 

everything but most of me was in the past and that me just don't match this me. Why does it feel like 

everything is a big deal? Everything is life and death? It's interesting but it's extremely tiring. I want to 

unload. I want to rely on someone but I can't. I need the internet. My anxiety and depression are 

knocking. I'm tired.  

September 27, 00:50 AM 

I think I'm supposed to relax. Take it easy. Let go and just chill. But I keep feeling like I have to be 

productive. No matter how productive I am I keep feeling like I should be more productive. I should 

sleep. I need to vent more but I'm going to sleep and do it tomorrow or Friday. There's a lesson here 

somewhere. Patience? I'm going to sleep. Good night.  

September 29, 02:54 PM 

I eat so much fucking ice cream this month. I'm eating one right now. I bought a suitcase worth so 

many times. I'm emotionally drained and tired. I have a lot of things to do. Where do I start?  

September30 06:18 PM 

I'm eating instant noodles and some leftover meat. I haven't properly managed my money and my diet. 

I just keep seeking comfort in food. I'm feeling drained constantly. Everything I've been eating is 

gross. I actually… don't have an appetite but I keep wanting to eat even though I don't really taste 
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anything. I want quality connections. All I've been getting are unwilling participants seeking 

temporary connection to fill their time. Why am I alone again?



 138 

OCTOBER 

October 7, 11:50 PM 

I finally got my paycheck yesterday. I waste a lot of money on food. This weekend is so draining. I 

downloaded a game for the whole day yesterday. I played it today. I think it's just time. I just have to 

live with it until the feeling fades away. But I'm a little frustrated about the future. I already want to 

move on from this job.  

Even when things feel bad, I don’t know where this thing comes from but, I always get this thing that 

comes out of nowhere that has helped me through everything. This feeling of believing that everything 

is going to be okay. When I'm deep in my depression I can't feel it but if even just a little hole appears 

in that state, this positive thought appears. Hope? But it's still scary. I'm scared of failure. I’m scared of 

being stuck. I’m scared of not amounting to anything. I'm feeling worthless. This is what I need to fix.  

My hand started itching again. See, I'm stressed out. I'm feeling like I have a lot of things to do but my 

body just won't move. It doesn't know the right direction to take but it also just feels heavy. I feel 

messy. I just want to sleep and eat good food tomorrow. I need ice cream and books. I'm overwhelmed. 

I'm going to sleep. Goodnight.  

October 10, 00:28 AM 

This whole year has been interesting. It's not bad at all, actually. I've just been really tired from anxiety 

and depression. But I'm dealing with it so much better than before. And to be honest, I'm feeling like 

I'm at my best. Yeah, my bad habits still come out but I'm holding up really well. And I’m fighting this 

anxiety alone well enough that I manage to keep doing this outgoing job. The job makes me nervous 

but my colleagues are nice so I'm happy.  

So now I'm planning for the future. What to do next? I feel like I'm ready to take on big projects. 

Things that I really want to do but has been scared to. That's a lie. I've taken the steps. I just can't relax 

and enjoy myself. I keep trying to push myself to be productive. If I'm being honest, being productive 

is just a form of running away.  

I hope I don't have to come in today. What else is there to write? I'm sleepy and tired but I need this 

writing session. This week I feel worthless and alone. Not lonely but alone. I haven't replied to any 

texts. I don't know what to prioritize and I'm tired. I just keep feeling this 'what do I do' feeling. Maybe 

I need to resolve things to feel better since I said I feel like there's so much unresolved stuff. Should I 

write them down? But I'm sleepy. Good night.  

October 11, 11:16 PM 
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I'm so fucking tired. I have to work this weekend. It's only two hours but damn it I'm so tired of this 

shit. The commute, the anxiety, the lack of control. I know they’re just thoughts. I’m tired of thinking. 

It’s tiring and it’s heavy. I feel like I’m carrying everyone I’ve ever met on my shoulder. Even though 

they’re just memories. I want to do something. What can I do? The current life is just not it. I'm so tired 

right now. I have a lot more to write but I'm too tired. Good night. I'm also angry and irritated. I hope 

this weekend thing will be canceled. I want to sleep and wait for my packages.  

October 13, 06:57 PM 

Tough weekend. I broke down last night. I cried like a baby and felt like I needed to hurt myself to get 

whatever this thing is out. I'm still feeling it today. Why? Why? Why? Why can't I love myself?  

08:14 PM 

I showered. I calmed down a bit. My shift turned out okay, even fun. I still want to quit. I want to do 

something else. It's always something else. I texted some people but no answer. Maybe I should have 

sent it earlier. I feel down about it but not too much. Just a little bit. I'm sure there's a reason. This. This 

here. This is the person I want to be. Someone optimistic. 

My eyes are tired from lack of sleep and so much crying. I plan to go to a bookstore tomorrow. I've 

been feeling sad about my body too. I saw a picture of me and I felt fat. Vegetables. I have to eat more 

vegetables. Exercise and eat vegetables. I hate the picture so much. It might be because of the purging 

I did recently. Yeah, it shows up again. I just have to focus on eating properly and exercise. This will 

contribute to saving money too. My head hurts from crying. I need to sleep. I think I've been eating too 

much sugar I keep falling asleep on my shifts. Is it bad? 

October 16, 00:00 AM 

This time particularly is harder. I’m really thinking about it. Like I’m starting to… want to put my foot 

down, in a way. Give an ultimatum to me. That I have to start living my life the way I want to live it. 

Take charge of it. Face the consequences even if it's unpleasant. Or I'll take the other permanent way. I 

think this is it, the big lesson. Maybe. Everything is clearer but it's more painful.  

October 18, 11:50 PM 

Fuck you! I'm tired. I'm drained. Shit, I don't know. I'm alone. So alone that I don't know what's real. 

What's normal? How to function in this world? I don't know. It's as if everyone is trying to help the me 

I portray to the world and it's making me sick. Not being seen as me makes me sick but I also keep 

thinking to hide this person. I don't know why this person wants to hide. I feel like I'm lying, this whole 

time. I'm tired. I'm really tired. Anxiety…this is killing me. Seriously, should I just end this? Please 

help me. 

October 21, 11:19 PM 
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This weekend was a relaxing one. There was a festival but fuck no, I needed this me time. I got lonely 

but I realized that I needed the alone time. Things have improved but I still have plenty of things to 

work on. I've been snacking too much. So much to think about this weekend. I contacted a friend about 

visiting them but I feel too nervous to see the reply. It's just my anxiety as usual. I guess I'll do it 

tomorrow. It's okay to take your time. I talked a bit with the parents. I was hoping to feel relieved but I 

couldn't open up and I just ended the conversation, and they had somewhere to go. See, things are so 

much better when we're apart with minimal contact.  

Now, what do I need? I have everything fulfilled, I guess, except for relationships but I don’t feel like 

I need it so… I don't know. All I know is that I feel like my brain is rotting away from not being used. 

I remember struggling to form sentences back then when I finally met some friends. Is this much alone 

time affecting my brain?  

October 26, 01:08 AM 

I can't fucking sleep. I haven't been sleeping early anyway but tonight I'm thinking too much. I think 

I'm breaking inside. I can feel it but I'm functioning normally. No, I’m not. I'm functioning seemingly 

well. I think it's actually really bad inside. Something about my relationships with others that makes 

me feel so broken inside. There's something there. I feel like I'm betraying myself. I just haven't found 

my people. I'm losing ground. That's how I feel, I'm losing ground. At the same time, I found myself. I 

feel that I have found myself but I'm also losing ground. Where am I? It's too heavy. Everything is 

heavy. I have to take better care of myself.  

Shoes. Walking in front of me. Shoes. Walking past me. Shoes. I’m looking at shoes. Where will they 

take me? Who to ask? All the shoes are marching. I try to keep to myself. I try to search in my head. 

My shoes. When I die, I’ll leave them here. My feet bare. ‘a blank page’, ‘a wiped clean slate’. I have 

to go, it’s the courage to stay that I need. When all these shoes seem rather bold. May I leave now? But 

why do I ask? Leave? Follow? Lead? At what speed? Hesitations. Temptation to change. Change for 

the better. But there’s something wrong. I can’t seem to feel what’s underneath the shoes I’m walking 

in.  

Halloween 11:10 PM 

At least I worked out tonight. I didn't eat dinner, I ate so much at lunch. Junk food again. I have to find 

a better and cheaper meal plan. I'm happier. I still have these ups and downs and this current job is still 

shit. It's making me too tired to do anything else. I have to remind myself to take my time. 

I'm nervous about the spring holiday… and other holidays. I'm nervous about spending time with the 

family. They made plans to visit next year. I've been saving up all my earnings and didn't want to spend 

it but I kinda want to spend some on my family. I feel like I should treat them, take them somewhere 

nice. Distance makes things better.  
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Talking to my family brings up this thing, this anger and impatience. I just… I blame my parents for 

everything. Why won't they learn about mental health, study the science instead of bringing those 

religious nuts into the house? They never cared about how I feel. That I felt unsafe. They never cared 

about things like that. I'm tired. There's still so much to write but this is good for now. Good night.   



 142 

NOVEMBER 

November 4, 11:34 PM 

I'm feeling like shit all weekend. I'm physically sick and it's affecting my emotion. This job is so 

draining and highly unsatisfying. My mental health is shaky and I want to kill myself. I really have to 

quit. I have future plans but I can't trust myself with anything. All this unresolved shit is tiring. 

Everyone moved on, it's just me repeating things in my head. It’s just me, not valuing myself enough to 

put my needs above the thoughts of others. I hide and I bury myself until I don't know where I am. 

Then and now. I didn't wear what I wanted to wear, I didn't act how I wanted to act, I didn't say what I 

wanted to say, all just to compromise.  

It's weird. Everything is a spectrum. Sometimes, some situation requires you to be a certain way. And 

people bring out different aspects of you. It's like… an amoeba? Maybe I've just been watching too 

many shows. But what I mean is, a person has all the feelings and all the personality and in different 

situations or with different people or when alone, they appear accordingly.  

November 12, 00:32 AM 

I got some work out earlier. It was good. I'm a bit sore. I've been sick all week and didn't work out. 

Emotionally, I still feel like shit. I want to sleep early but let me write some stuff.  

Work is not ideal but I'm okay. I realized there's something good that came out of all of these. I really 

didn't understand self-care and self-love until this year. Before, it's just a concept you hear so often. 

Now, I feel like I understand how to do it and why it’s necessary. I don’t have it yet but…  

I've been talking to my best friend. They're going through a lot. I hope they see their value and learn to 

be happy. I vented in the family group chat. They made effort in comforting me so it was good but… I 

need good news, a really good news. I need a break. I'm so tired so I'm going to sleep. For now, good 

night. It's just heavy.  

Fucking November 11:02 PM 

This weekend was decent. I ate chocolates and other shits. I threw up. I then ate yogurt and other 

healthy shits I cooked. It was relaxing or more like mind-numbing. I know it's depression. I can't even 

get excited over shit. I'm planning a trip for next weekend but I don't have the energy to make any 

bookings or prepare things. I'm just so drained. I can't relax. I'm drained. I don't know what to do. I feel 

like shit. I keep eating. Exercising less and less. This is shit but why can't I find the motivation? 

Next day 00:01 AM 

I'm happier though. After everything, I really am happier than before. Goodnight.  
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November 20, 12:03 PM 

I'm on my lunch break. I haven't eaten anything. I cooked over the weekend, some greens and 

mushroom thingy. I'm eating healthy but I can't help it, I've been throwing up the junk food and eating 

healthy food. I think the amount I cook is too little and that's why I'm not satisfied and I still buy shits. 

I wanted to buy more snacks for the weekend but I should save my money.  

I'm still exercising too but my depression and anxiety are hitting hard. I got some exercise in this 

weekend. Or was it yesterday? Other than that, I feel like I've been mentally paralyzed. I couldn't make 

up my mind on this and that. I keep repeating shits in my head. This month is hard. 

I'm ready to quit this job. I'm so tired. I want to go on a trip but I guess I'll postpone it. I’ll have to go on 

a different weekend. My current dilemma is… I just keep thinking about what’s next. I want to quit this 

job earlier. I was thinking that I can stay and then quit and spend some time at home and leave again. I 

know… I know… I just… home is a place to recuperate, isn't it?  

12:28 PM 

Writing without music is nice. I haven't eaten anything. I've been trying vegetarianism. I just want to 

feel better. I haven't eaten meat in a while. Never mind, I ate sausage last night. But I don't really crave 

them. I just crave sweets and chocolates. I spend so much money on food.  

12:42 PM 

Venting helps. It’s just not enough. It's like popping a zit but there's still a bump even though you've 

squeezed out a lot.  

07:17 PM 

It was supposed to be my day off but they told me to come in. This feels so empty. They should all just 

quit. Or…obviously I should quit. Shit. I need to throw away my trash. I have things to do but anxiety 

shit. There are still a couple more weeks before the next payday. I have to save up. I still have some 

leftovers and today's binge… only stress eating. It's shit.  

Unrelated, I have a scar on my face because of the mask I've been wearing while I was sick. The 

friction caused a rupture to the skin and now there's a scar on my face. My face is also full of acne. 

Probably because of the fucking stress. And these pants, crazy tight on my stomach. I just want to go 

home. Shift ends soon. I have to go. So tired. 

November 21, 12:50 PM 

I'll write a bit more before my next shift starts. My stress level is so high, I'm cursing and shit. My 

mood is shit. Anyway, I need to winter-proof the house. It's fucking cold. I'm tired, I’m so tired, so 

fucking tired. I'll write later.  
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November 24, 00:27 AM 

The scar on my face is the size of a penny. It stresses me out because it looks strange. I put a band-aid 

on it. It's not that bad. This fume is killing me. I was eating lunch and I couldn't breathe and got dizzy. 

I turned the heater off. 

Yesterday or the day before… I can't remember but it was the last time I tried throwing up, I ate a lot of 

junk food and I was making myself throw up but suddenly it felt wrong. I just couldn't continue. The 

whole time it was ‘this is wrong’ ‘this is wrong’ ‘this is wrong’ ‘ this is wrong’ ‘this is wrong’ ‘this is 

wrong’ ‘this is wrong’ ‘ this is wrong’ repeated over and over in my head while I was doing it and I 

couldn't make myself continue. It felt like it was directly talking to me. I guess I'm starting to love my 

body? I want to take care of it, apologize to it, be thankful for it. I don't know if I can maintain this 

feeling but I'll do my best.  

I got into a mood around the same day. I vented to my best friend and instantly felt better. Yeah, I think 

I have a lot of emotional maintenance to do. I didn't do much on Friday. Today, I just want to relax and 

cook and do my stuff but I also kinda want to go out and do a little grocery shopping. We'll see. 

November 26, 03:23 PM 

I talked to my sibling last night. They sounded good. I'm happy that they seemed to be able to stand up 

for themself. I'm currently feeling dizzy. I got a workout in this morning and ate some bananas for 

breakfast. No lunch yet. I'm sleepy. Yeah, I think I'm done. Every day saying the same shit like a 

parrot. I’m so fucking sleepy. 

About 03:40 PM something 

You know… there are bad things this year but also good. I ate so much but couldn't bring myself to 

throw up anymore. I'm starting to feel a bit better about myself but I still feel… I'm still not there yet. 

There are a lot more times when I feel like shit and shit memories still often appear in my mind. 

Eventually, it will stop. I hope. 

I thought it would be a grand realization like a slap in the face kind of moment. One big moment that 

will wake me up and get me out of this gloom. But it was just fewer days of crying and blaming others. 

The anger is there and the blame is also still there but it’s just more days of focusing on solutions. And 

not reacting the same way as before. Ruminating paralyzes. Once you take action, time moves again. 

It’s like being presented with a piece of the past and being able to make the right decision with the 

knowledge you’ve gained.  

…  

Everyone I’ve met dances around in my head. All the red lines leading to emotional fulfillment. 

Appearing and disappearing and tugging and tugging. Every day, every day but I keep quiet. Because I 
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broke something somewhere. And everyone at the end of the line will never know. How much I 

appreciate all the goodbyes and the hellos. Still, I carry my broken memories. And I’m not willing to 

fix it. Because I gained treasure worth much more than connections. That only I know. That only I see.  

And it’s sad sometimes.  

November 27, 12:08 PM 

This high energy job isn't for me. I'm tired. There are aspects that I like but all these people tire me. I 

feel so small right now. Things are heavy and I'm buried under it. I miss myself. I guess I'm okay. That 

this is what I have to go through right now. I haven't felt any 'miracle' recently. I guess that's why I'm 

feeling like I'm falling alone. I'm just wishing for something good to happen. Something that will turn 

the positive switch on again. 

November 28, 12:40 PM 

I worked out again today. Exercise really is good for you. Work is still shit. It's not shit but it's not my 

gold either. I'm feeling a bit better. I'm still not sure what to do. Well, not true. I've known. I've always 

known. I just wasn't able to deal with the fear. Now, the fear still exists but I'm moving forward. No 

matter what, fail or step back, I'm going to keep moving forward. Hard times, easy times. I keep 

moving forward. Currently it’s so-so… I keep moving even if it's slow. Slowly getting back to myself. 
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DECEMBER  

December 3, 03:23 PM 

Hey! Fucking December! We had a staff meeting. I was reprimanded. I know I wasn’t following the 

rules so it’s not unreasonable but I feel like I wasn’t doing a bad job. I thought it wasn’t a big deal. It 

wasn’t affecting anything. Maybe I’m just rebelling because I want to leave. I almost blurred it out at 

the meeting because I was kind of pissed. I thought I was doing a decent job and it wasn’t a big deal.  

Anyway, I dreamed that I was walking like usual and suddenly one of my ankle crippled (no reason) 

and I woke up. It was like that falling dream but instead of falling off a building I stopped walking 

instead. Maybe I fell down. I had the dream a few times now.  

My shift is starting soon but I'm feeling good and keeping momentum. See, all I need is to clear up the 

fog and decide. Deciding on quitting makes me feel better.  

December 20, 12:15 PM 

A couple more days until the long break. I'm currently just tired. I still have to come in tomorrow. I was 

ten minutes late and I just didn't care. It's confusing anyway. I don't really want to talk about it. I just 

want to get shit done and get to winter vacation so I can work on next year's stuff. I hate doing a 

half-ass job but not motivated enough to do this job properly so I'm in a limbo. I just want to eat and 

relax at home. I ate peanut butter and vegetable stuff. Anyway, look, I might just be being shitty but 

like… if they just make it a bit easier on their employees, you know. I'm so tired and sleepy. Shit. 

December 31, 06:13 PM 

Just a bit more, huh… I'm anxious. Just one more week left before going back to work. My hands are 

cold. I can't relax. I'm just drained so I guess that's why, even though I planned for this holiday to be 

productive, I can't. I just want to stay in this limbo of no responsibility and full entertainment. 
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”It feels good to cry”
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JANUARY  

January 1, 12:07 AM 

Happy new year. I'm just at home alone. I’m spending it like it's any other day. It’s noisy outside, 

though. I guess people are doing things. I'm going back to my book. Thank you for everything. It's 

been great in its own way and I'm thankful.  

January 12, 10:52 AM 

BUSY! But no morning shift for three days next week. GREAT!! The family has finalized their visit in 

April so I'm figuring out this and that. 

January 14, 00:20 AM 

I got around to contacting some friends. It's weird, opening your world to people again. I’m okay. I’m 

just feeling restless again. The feeling of ‘I should be doing more’ but I can’t even make plans. It feels 

like being drunk. My own mind. Incoherent. Can't I just make a list of things to do and mindlessly 

follow through? There’s another big work event soon. I just want to be done with it. Just focus on 

doing the bare minimum to get through the day. I feel anxious every time I think about it. Good night.  

January 15, 00:43 AM 

I feel like I have to have monetary value just to be allowed to breathe. I feel like I have to work hard to 

just get some love. That I have to sacrifice being myself to get accepted or to get love. Having suicidal 

thoughts again. I ate like a piece of shit. I fill my stomach with chocolates and junk food. I didn't 

exercise as I planned. I'm down. I'm not allowed to vent. I'm not allowed to complain. I'm not allowed 

to express how I feel. Everyone is shit. I'm so tired. I'm not allowed to ask for help. I just need a little 

help. Fuck. I've been trying so hard.  

Haven't I loved myself? Didn't I make progress? It's as if none of my efforts were worth anything. Who 

I've been, who I am, who I want to be. What else am I supposed to do? Am I not allowed to fucking 

live?! 

Fuck gods or whatever the fuck it’s called. They are shit. Who the fuck do you think you are?! Playing 

around with lives. Is it worth it? Is it worth it? I'm so fucking tired. I want everything to stop. Skip. 

Stop. Fast forward. I don't want to feel it. Am I sick? Am I not worth shit? I'm right too, you know! 

Why isn't my pain valid? Why can't anyone relate? To me?  

Same day 11:56 PM 

I didn't cry enough. I woke up feeling all right but I definitely didn't cry enough. I ate too much just 

now so I'm drowsy. I'm exhausted. I'm tired of this self-doubt. I have something good and useful in me 
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too, don't I? Living is tiring. Living like this is tiring. I want to worth something. All my life I feel like 

I have so much to do. I'm tired and stressed. I'm so done with shit. Sometimes I wish everyone dies. 

What would that be like? The last person on earth. What would that be like? Well… I just thought of it. 

It'll be scary because I remember that movie where some other beings showed up. I'm so drained and 

exhausted. I don't want to sleep yet because then I'll have to go to work when I wake up. I'm tired. I'm 

really tired.  

January 22, 11:53 AM 

Good morning. My soul is slowly dying or drying. Whichever. April is coming. I've been hooked on 

these games. I'm feeling anxious. I'm eating carrots because I gained so much weight. I have to be 

careful because it's been so draining I keep rewarding myself with chocolates. I have to buy something 

but lack the energy to move. I just don't want to move. Maybe anxiety. Socializing with coworkers or 

co-working in general is tiring. I want to go and live as a hermit or a monk, focusing on strengthening 

my body and other stuff. I want to try it.  

I just want to take the day off. Mental health day. Yeah, I need that. I need quiet. There are jobs I'm 

interested in and I think will suit me but I'll have to go back to school for that and it'll take a long time 

to see the result so I'm not interested in that. I need something now, don't I? At this age, I have to 

already be making money to send back to my parents, don't I? I have to abandon all interests and focus 

on one sole thing, generating money to give back to my parents and society or I won't worth anything 

or my life and soul will worth nothing. I am only worth how much money I generate and contribute. No 

other ambitions of mine matters.   

January 24, 04:13 PM 

Shift tomorrow. There's going to be a meeting too. I'm going to do my shopping tomorrow and full-on 

relaxing this weekend. I've been playing that game and I just want to watch pretty characters. I don't 

know…. I’ll probably just drink milk and then sleep. Maybe a shower right after I finish work. 

Whatever. However the world is, I'm going to enjoy it. 

January 28, 09:11 AM 

Fuck. I have to wake up. Fuck this. Why is it so hard to just call in sick and not care about the 

consequences? Why the fuck do I have to think about the voices outside and what they would think 

when they hear I still have my AC on? Isn't this ridiculous? I don't want to get out of bed. Fuck this job. 

Fuck everyone. I'm doing the 'normal' thing, aren't I?! I'm functioning 'normally', aren't I?! I'm doing 

the 'right' thing, aren't I?! Shit. Everything is shit. 

Right now I just want to rest. I want to quit. I want to stop. I'm so tired. I'm so tired. I don’t need anyone 

to do anything for me, I can do them myself. I just need a moment, just a bit of sympathy, and then we 
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can continue wearing our masks. This person in me doesn’t feel real sometimes. If I say it will I be 

labeled mentally ill?   

I'm hungry now but I can't eat… I keep thinking I should exercise first but I want to stay in bed. What 

the fuck? Can't? Won't? What? Can't make decisions, can't make a move, should, want, ought to, fuck. 

If I call in sick... Fuck. I can't even enjoy a fucking second. I can't even enjoy a fucking game. My chest 

is aching. I can't breathe properly I feel like something is stuck there. I have to get up and put on a face. 

I can't breathe. I feel like I'm already dead. I'm dead. I'm so angry. Fucking die. There's something in 

my chest. Fuck, breathe fuck can't do this. 

11:49 AM 

I finally called them about not coming to work. I could go to the doctor. I don't know. I don't feel calm. 

I'll try to call the hotline. I called. The person was nice. It's still not a solution. Fuck. What should I do? 

I don't understand why I'm panicking. Why can't I just relax? I feel like I can't breathe. I feel like taking 

a knife or beat myself up so I can stop being conscious. Just fucking sleep you fucking need the mental 

day off. Just fucking sleep. Relax. I need medicine or something to numb this I just want pills to stop 

this. I feel like hanging myself. Fuck this. 

January 31, 10:49 AM 

I'm so fucking tired. Thankfully, one of my coworkers is nice. They told me I can do whatever I want, 

that I can take a break if I wanted. I ate all my food. I only have some vegetables. I'm just too tired to be 

polite. I was supposed to get up at seven but I guess I slept too deep and didn't realize it. I took a shower 

and made it to work on time. I don't know if I'm physically sick or not. Maybe. But I'm really really 

tired and just so fucking tired. I'm feeling so drained every night. My spirit is a little better since I 

strengthened my resolve to move forward. I do like this place. Maybe in the future when I retire. It's 

fucking cold. I'm hungry. I want to sleep. I'm so tired. I'm wishing I get sick so I can have a week off. 

That two weeks of holiday just went by. I'm so fucking tired. 
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FEBRUARY  

February 5, 12:19 PM 

My throat hurts. I don’t feel like going to the doctor. I’m too lazy to go anywhere. And I’m getting 

these bumps on my hands again. I hope it goes away on its own. I wanted to get sick but this is useless 

because it can't get me out of work. My ear kinda hurts and my eyes feel dry and puffy. I want to go to 

the doctor. I'm pissed because I'm not losing weight but I'm not willing to give up comfort in food. 

Exercise, lately I don't feel like it. Mentally or emotionally, I think something is going on. My voice is 

scratchy. I just want to go back and chill with a movie. 

February 12, 08:01 PM 

I finally got paid. I took two days off unpaid so it’s cut. I had to come in yesterday. I somewhat care 

about this place and that's why I can't screw them over by just quitting whenever.  

I can't stop thinking again. I feel like I'm busy and I have to do this and that but I don't think I actually 

have anything extra to do. FUCKING ANXIETY! I’m stressed. I want to take another day off. I don’t 

care about the money. But I do care about their business. This caring thing is shit.  

I’m sad. I’m fucking sad. I have stuff I want to do. I’m also upset because of my body. I want to lash 

out at someone. I want to hurt someone so they understand how hurt I am. No… people won't 

understand exactly, individual's pain. I'm drained. I’m so drained. 

10:08 PM 

Why can't I make peace with this feeling? But… I'm glad I did this. I'm glad I tried. I’m glad I got a job. 

But currently, I’ve had enough. I have to buy that backpack. What's with this reality? I just want to cry. 

I just want time to stop. Just stop for a minute. Let me collect myself. This burden is…  

At some point maybe this body will just give up and kills itself. I feel really heavy. I'm scared.  

February 19, 11:58 PM 

These vices, what’s the use? Do you even like the taste? You say it helps you sleep but how do you feel 

safe when the ceiling won’t stay still. Spinning oh spinning in your thirst and cigarette smoke. I 

breathed it in from my bathroom window. In the shower, I contemplate on how to love you better. So 

you won’t have to run to these vices. I’ve been marked as a problem you want to forget. But I can’t get 

you out of my head. How do I get rid of these vices you hide and latch on to your bed? I wonder why 

you do. I wonder if it’s me. I wish I can get to know you better. But these vices holding me, guarding 

me. I wonder if it’s me you’re wishing to forget.  

February 26, 12:34 PM 
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I finally ordered the backpack. It was expensive but a good backpack is an investment, right? I'm 

possibly missing the deadline for that application. I'm hoping I'll still be able to make it.
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MARCH  

March 5, 12:48 PM 

This month is busy. I'm fucking hungry but I should watch my weight before the family comes. My 

sibling will ask my weight again to compare to themself. They always do it. They feel good when I’m 

heavier then they are. Work was rough. It was fine, though. I think it went well and I'm just panicking. 

My anxiety and depression creeping behind my actions. I'm so hungry. A few more minutes before the 

next shift. I’ll buy something healthy and light for lunch. I'm just tired and feeling anxious because the 

family is coming. I keep playing games. I wish I can just go in there to escape. I'll write more later.  

March 6, 12:19 PM 

My nose was clogged last night so I woke up really tired. I'll take some medicine later. I've been 

listening to this group. The main vocalist looks cool and the song fits my mood. I was looking at job 

postings and saw an interesting one near my parents' house. I think I’ll apply. I turned off my phone 

again. I'm just overwhelmed with everything so I don't need shit people shitting on me. I just want to 

read. Anyway, I have some days off at the end of the month. I'm thinking about going somewhere but 

maybe I'll just do something around here to save money for the family’s visit. My nose hurts from 

blowing so much. I'm hungry. I'm playing some games again. I'm playing whatever. 

March 23, 05:33PM 

Everyone is real. You need to remind yourself.  

In your depression, all eyes are vacant. Characters in a game. Created to entertain. You forget life 

exists outside of your head. Questions arise in moments of sober, is it all illusion? It gets difficult 

stepping out of your head. So try not to forget, everyone needs help once in a while. Or all the time. But 

to be responsible for one’s life, that’s too heavy of a task to give to someone else.  

So just do the little things, like brushing your teeth and taking showers. Try to get dress and clean up 

your place. Just do the little things, like feeding your body. Try to move around and talk even if to 

yourself. Spread a little kindness. Spend time on your interest. Or stay in bed and have a rest. Most 

importantly, show up as yourself. That’s how they will learn to love themselves. That’s how you will 

learn to love yourself. Pursue your dreams if you can. But if the only thing you can do is to take care of 

(only) you, then that would be enough.  

March 29, 10:44 PM 

My last night in this apartment and the last pages of this diary. Bittersweet. But this is how it usually 

goes anyway. This time, I said my goodbyes properly. I left some snacks at work. That might have 

been unnecessary. I’m not sure why I did it but it’s done so… I’m repacking right now. It’s going to get 
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picked up tomorrow morning. I want to get up early to get everything right. Packing is tiring. I 

procrastinated and messed it up. I just want to sleep. 6… yeah? 6 am. Good night. 
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Epilogue: Letter to myself 

Three years felt like one day and in one day you lost three years. 

Everyone else is doing what I want to do while I’m here in my bedroom being scared. I have ambitions 

but I’m so tired that doing the bare minimum is all I can manage. Sometimes I regret it but I think it’s 

important to live feeling satisfied. 

In life, it’s like you get two blank maps. One map to show you the world and the other to show you 

yourself. It overlaps and every person and event, however small, will show you a path. You can take as 

many detours as you want. If you stop, nothing will appear. It’s like pieces of a puzzle that makes up 

the meaning of our existence. One missing piece can change the whole map. One missing piece will 

nag at you and your piece might be needed by someone else. Every piece matters, including yours.  

The big things affect the little things and the little things affect the big things. Life isn’t bad but there 

are people who don’t have good intentions. That’s real. When you’re alone you can’t do much but 

instead of giving up, make changes. If you feel that you’re not valued, be someone who values others. 

Continue to do this for everything you think the world lack. And what you do for yourself matters as 

much as what you do for others. 

And you have to trust yourself. A knowing that whatever situation you encounter, you’ll make the right 

decision. Educate yourself and attend to your needs. You won’t be able to do anything before taking 

care of yourself first.  

In this one lifespan, your spirit can rebirth itself anew. You can start over and you can try again.  

Maintain your health. Your mind will keep pulling you in. Thoughts are just thoughts. If it gets too 

much, go back to your body by focusing on solutions for your immediate inconvenience. Stop and feel 

what you need.  

What do you smell? Step away from your room and compare the air. Is it your body? Do you need a 

shower? Is your muscle twitching? Is your body nagging you to move? How are your eyes? Do you 

need an eye-drop? How’s your hip? Neck? Shoulder? A massage or change of posture or stand against 

the wall. Feel your chest, are you hurting emotionally? Do you need to talk to someone or take action? 

You can’t? Give it a shape and purge it out. Cry. Create. Move your body. Make a mess. Break things. 

Cleaning and organizing help too. Medicines. Coping skills. Someone’s help. Alone time.  

Even if your method of dealing with the pain is to shut yourself from the world, that’s okay. If you’re 

working then work. If you’re resting then rest. Allow yourself to do it or feel it to the fullest. Whatever 

you need will appear at the right time.   
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“Last entry. …on and on and on." 
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January  

January 1, 01:25 AM 

Why do the ignorant gets blessings? I’m really angry. I worry about my parents but I’m expected to 

shut my mouth as always. They always put everyone else above their children. I always have to 

behave. Even when I witness wrongdoings. Even when I’m in the right. I’m never defended. They 

want to be ‘good’. They want people to see them that way. They’re the martyr and I’m the monster. 

And no matter what I do, what I fix or change, they continue to treat me like so. Go ahead, be their 

parents. My feelings never mattered but they’re so concerned with someone else’ kid who takes 

advantage of them. Fuck. 

I hate all these fights but my parents are wrong. It’s not ego. At some point it was but this isn’t. I’m 

right to be angry. They never listen. They continue this thing where nothing I say makes sense to them 

and they just stop until I wear the mask again. 

This room is my house. This journal is my friends and family.  

January 5, 01:52 PM 

I was really sad. I showed my sibling the project I’m doing last night. I didn’t really need their help but 

I wanted to bond with them so I showed them and asked for their opinion on something. But they 

looked aggravated instead. Where’s my family? Is everything really my fault? I have to postpone my 

projects again. I just wanted a place to finish the projects before I go again but every time I’m here it’s 

the same thing so I have to leave again. I never trusted them but the recent event proved it. I’m really 

not a part of this family.  

I had a nice dream of traveling to space. I was a pilot. I visited someone, hung out, went around the 

place together and I went back on my space ship. It was better than what I'm describing. 

I dreamed I was a pilot. On some kind of mission to find a station. There were circles that lit up and 

showed pictures of destinations. I can’t remember which one I chose. But I went on my journey with a 

tiny robot in my cockpit. I visited a friend who lived with their family on a house that floated in 

darkness. It was still when I stepped inside. Blankets and pillows attached and grounded. They hugged 

me warmly. And when it was time to leave. I was forced to feast before my journey. When I woke up I 

forgot a lot. But I remember sitting alone in my cockpit. With the tiny robot guiding me. Looking 

forward to my journey in the dark. 

January 8, 04:10 AM 
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I can't sleep, it’s probably because the tea I drank before settling into bed. I’m stress eating and I still 

have the holiday weight. I have no energy to exercise. I’m mentally tired from worrying. I guess it’s 

them over me. Anyway, I’ll stop. 

I cut my finger while making tea yesterday. It was a deep cut because I pushed the lime to the blade too 

hard. It bled so much and I got lightheaded and nauseous. The smell of blood was so strong. It was 

dripping on the floor. I got so sick I felt I was going to faint but I held on while mother put a band-aid 

on it. I ran to the couch, holding my stomach because I felt so sick. And I couldn’t hold back tears. It 

surprised me that I cried. If I wasn’t so stressed I wouldn’t react that much. I know at least I wouldn’t 

cry. 

I bought some shirts for the trip with my friend. I’m excited but I feel like I can’t enjoy anything 

because of the family. I want to get rid more of my stuff. Somehow it feels hard to let go this time. I’m 

selling some old electronics soon. Everything, I’m clearing out everything. 

January 13, 10:53 PM 

All these years I’ve loved you. Exchanging words of encouragement. Over the years on my adventure, 

I gained perspective and lost the burden. Now that I’m happier your words are different. I wonder… 

did my shadow give you comfort? Next to you, did my shadow give you light? Were you glad my 

breath was always a little bit shorter? Stream of silent comparisons and subtle disdains. I was just a 

projection, an emotional cushion to your unfulfilled desire to be loved. 

I accomplished some stuff this week. I still have a lot to do but I’m satisfied with what I have so far.  

I’m feeling angry. I think envy is a really hideous thing. When you want someone to be happy but they 

secretly wish for you to fail. Did I do something? I never seem to be able to measure the distance. How 

to interact better?  

January 16, 09:00 PM 

I’m alone. I still have a shitty attitude towards my parents but it’s because they don’t change. And it’s 

frustrating. Why do I have to put my goals aside because they can’t be adults? I took care of myself and 

then I take care of them. I just want to eat and sleep. I just want to leave.  

January 24, 11:53 PM 

My stomach hurts. My body feels cold. I’m tired and my body aches. Everyone in this house makes me 

sick. I’m much more sensitive to things. I don’t know if it’s possible but I think I’m traumatized by 

their behavior towards me last year. My stomach hurts so bad and I’m sleepy. I talked to a relative 

about the issue. I feel relieved. They listened seriously and said that I was right to take action. Finally, 

someone believed me. See, my own parents don’t believe me. Since then I’ve distanced myself. But I 
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still worry about them. I feel like I have to keep checking on them because I can’t trust them to take 

care of themselves. 

January 25, 02:44 PM 

I’ve been shivering since last night but I can’t rest because I have to continue this work. I’m also 

worried about my sibling. I’m so overwhelmed right now I hope someone else can help them so I can 

focus on my work. I have a lot of things to do.  

I was thinking that I want to appreciate people and life again. I feel that I’m fine with myself. And I’m 

ready to meet people and build relationships again. I want to. I’m really happy with life. I am. This is 

my end of the year. I will be starting with a new journal. This one still has empty pages but yeah, it’s at 

the end.  

January 30 

These people are still not my family. I am alone. I must have come from an egg on the ground that no 

one gave birth to. I have no mother, I have no father, and I have no siblings. These people aren’t even 

real. I tried. I don't care anymore.
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February 

February 17, 03:11 PM 

I just want to live. Being hurt and angry doesn’t serve anything. I hate being like this but they won’t 

learn. I know. That if I let my guard down they’ll act like nothing happened. They’ll think that their 

behavior is okay. My parents are like children. Children pretend they don’t understand to get away 

with doing what they want. Everyday of my life that’s how my parents are. It doesn’t matter what you 

say, they’ll always choose the most comfortable for them. If it requires them to change, they will never 

do it. My words will automatically turn into some gibberish in their mind. I have to scream to get my 

points across and even then they say I’m wrong or rude even though I was right. It doesn’t matter. My 

voice never matters.  

Why weren’t they people I can run to for help? I just want to go home and feel like home at home.  

February 26, 11:53 PM 

I want to fucking kill myself. It failed. Okay. No. It’s still in question. But everything isn’t working 

right. I’m suddenly locked out of my accounts and some accounts won’t link up. I’m missing a few 

documents for this application. Fuck this shit. No. It’s okay. Breathe.  
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March 

March 22, 02:06 PM 

I feel tired. I’ve been so depressed. I managed to find hope again and planned to leave but all the 

money I have, I can only pay my bills and start from zero. I know this is temporary. Deep down I know 

this to be true but at this very moment, I just want to kill myself. No one cares. They don't care. They 

think I'm evil. I even blurted out that I tried to kill myself and they gave no reaction.  

I've been meditating and dancing. It took some effort to get myself to do it but when I do it feels great.  

March 23, 07:57 PM 

I know. My journal is filled with anger and horrible words. My book of ego. I sometimes call it.  

I’m learning to forgive and let go. It's been hard. A lot of different aspects of it are… hard. Things like 

letting shitty behavior go unpunished and not having your thoughts or pain dismissed by the person 

who hurt you. Seeing them, talking to them, being nice to them, it’s painful.  

There’s guilt too. I’m trying to accept my faults too. It’s hard to admit things. And I was so harsh. I 

know I’m like this because of my frustration with the parents. I know I lashed out to my siblings and I 

feel bad about it. I feel their sadness and overall negative emotion, their disappointments and anger. I 

don't know what to do. Maybe there's nothing for me specifically to do.  

My parents… they said they regret saying bad things in front of me. They acknowledge their malicious 

words but they didn’t apologize or think they were wrong. They just wanted to say those words in their 

head while they play the good parent in front of me. This is what they’re basically saying. All you care 

about is your own gratification, your status, your reputation, your happiness, your ego. It all has always 

been about you.  

They often say that they don’t have to do what they preach. It’s shit advice. In this house, I’m always 

wrong. In this house, I’m always alone. In this house, I’ll always be a child, an ungrateful child, and 

parents are Gods. I am rude because I talk with passion and I question their conviction.  

Because I was taught that I’m never right, I live without confidence. I feel like I’m always walking 

blindly. Every decision feels like life and death because I don’t know if there’s ground to land my steps 

on. There’s no guidance or reference because they always act like nothing happened and I have no one 

else to confirm my experience.  

I often wonder if I’m sane. Am I actually mentally ill? Not just depression, anxiety, paranoia. Not 

those light ones. Am I actually insane? Can I voluntarily go to a psych ward? If I’m actually sane and 

‘right’, and I go and live in a psych ward, will I become insane? And then they’ll claim they were 

‘right’ and I’ve been ‘wrong’. Somehow, as long as I can separate myself from them, it doesn’t seem 
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bad. I don’t care about being ‘right’ or anyone believing me anymore. Just leave me alone with my 

peace.  

March 24, 08:13 PM 

My computer is updating at twelve percent. I re-downloaded that game but I had to restart. Maybe I’ll 

read. I ate so much cheesecake today. It was so good, I’m not sorry. I’ve been feeling pretty good. I put 

away the scale and forgive myself while maintaining a healthy portion as often as I can. I like this 

method. 

The print from my relative’s house makes me happy. They kept it away for so long but today I hung it 

in my room. They put it away facing the wall because of the naked figures. They’re uncomfortable 

with that. Probably with art in general. There’s so much nostalgia and good feelings from this print. I 

remember it being much bigger in their living room. I guess I was really young when they were alive. 

It makes me happy and hopeful when I look at it.  

People who have passed away are swimming in my head. I feel more attachments to them lately. I 

wonder if they’re watching over me. I feel like I’m absorbing every emotion around me. It’s tiring. All 

the time, I’m overwhelmed. I feel heavy… all the time.  

March 29, 10:26 PM 

I’m feeling a little sad and nervous. Something is changing. I’m a little scared. I guess I just have to 

ride it. The most difficult thing is probably… pride.  

I want a family of my own. I'm just feeling it strongly this past year. With the whole shitty thing that 

happened maybe I need it, a family. 

There is a lot I want to write but I lack the energy. I just feel like this is the end so I have to make it 

count. That’s why I feel pressured to get it right. I’m making changes in my life. For the better, I hope. 

This is the last of this shit. My life is ending and starting.  

March 30, 08:28 PM 

I lost a friend. Not to suicide or accident. They said I was mean.  

I told them to stop the diet pills and the tea, all the detox they’ve been doing. Instead, eat more 

vegetables and stop all the acids. I’ve been bulimic so I know what’s at stake. And I’m still fat 

according to the standard. You said you’re disgusted with your weight that has always been mine. I’ve 

never weighed less or even close to yours. You complimented mine but said yours with such disgust, 

were they lies? So I’m sorry I got angry. But consider how I feel, please. I can’t look away, listening to 

another tale of self-shame and self-hate. Leading yourself to a hole in your stomach.  
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To speak or not to speak. When I just want to see you soar. You used to like dancing and had a dream 

anyone would envy.  

They wanted a surgery. It’s difficult to live to the standard, beauty varies. But seeing permanent 

changes to benefit the takers just feels wrong. And not living your best life due to made-up numbers. I 

told them advertisements are lies and lectured them on culture and society. And they told me I was 

stuck up.  

To speak or not to speak. 

I stayed quiet to the blood. I never saw a scar and not to say I don’t believe them, they post it all the 

time. And I know there’s no substitute to the release. I’ve always hated knives but I liked fire. This 

disease, I think, is the worst one but I haven’t found the answer. What to say in their dark hours? I’ve 

dealt with mine but can’t console others. Because I knew I went out alone. A switch just went on 

somehow so though I push and I push, they’ll just get angry. Because you can’t just say, “ get better!”  

They never complained to my silence.  

… 

And there’s also freedom.  

To stop or not to stop. Someone from administering their human rights of making choices for 

themselves. I own my body. I own my life. I own myself.  

… 

To speak or not to speak.  

But no one listens.  

…  

Maybe I’m just angry I had to do it alone and I’m also scared to see it again. Maybe wanting someone 

else to heal is for that selfish reason. But I don’t think that’s a bad thing.  

March 31, 09:50 PM 

My mental health… is holding on. I'm doing my best. I also got some groceries so I can get back to 

eating healthy tomorrow. And the project is in progress. It’s slow but every day I work on it. The issue 

is just my stress. But I think it’s a normal amount.
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April 

April 3, 07:35 PM 

I painted my nails today. I painted them all the same colors. I’m disappointed at my self for eating too 

much and not working out today. I made schedules and plans. It’s unfinished. I will do that tonight.  

April 6, 09:48 PM 

I started working out again. I started dancing again too. It felt good. I’m slowly taking control of my 

food. It’s still in progress. My weight is still not where I want to be but these exercises make me feel 

good. I…I don't know. I feel like I'm repeating myself. 

April 7, 12:09 AM 

I'm working on my things, my health and stuff. I'm aware and I’m aware of this anger and pent up 

negative energy. It will pass. I'm just feeling overwhelmed and doubting myself for some reason. 

I had trouble letting go of some stuff I wanted to let go of. Choosing what goes in the box and what to 

keep. These attachments, of an image presented through these stuff. I want to let them go but it’s not 

easy to let things go.  

11:12 PM 

I feel bad because I wasn’t productive today. I was upset and lazy for the whole day. I wanted to work 

but I felt like I should continue to clean my room. But I don’t know how to detach myself from these 

stuff. I want to let them go. I did manage to do some work. I’ll sleep now. It’s just depression.  

April 10, 11:56 PM 

I’m feeling anxious. I’m trying to sleep. I want to go out and move but I have something to do. I’m 

determined to work through things but I’m never sure where to start. Anyway, something happier… 

nothing. It’s just a little stagnant at the moment. It takes time. I know. I understand. I have a lot of work 

to do. It’s just hard. I understand. I do. I am where I am. I just feel like I want to tell people off and it 

doesn’t have an outlet. Yeah, something like that. I’m also thinking about people in my life. Is it just 

another surge of nostalgia?  

Depression is disrupting my mind with strange and gross thoughts again. But when I have these 

thoughts, I know it’s just depression for sure. I hate it but I feel relieved knowing that it’s chemical 

imbalance, that it’s not of my creation. I don’t know how it works but this is how I’m using it to 

comfort myself.  

April 12, 11:39 PM 



 165 

I’m okay today. I feel peaceful today. I cleaned the whole day. I cleaned the bathroom, I vacuumed, I 

swept, I mopped, I put the trash out, I made cookies for the parents. I forgot something, I’ll be back.  

I exercised. I took a break yesterday. I danced. I discovered a new band. I worked on my project. I read. 

I’m going to read some more before I sleep tonight. 

April 13, 10:07 PM 

My eyes hurt. I feel guilty to take breaks. I feel like I’ve lost a lot of time so I shouldn’t waste more 

time. Or while I was ‘wasting’ my time everyone else was working so now I have to make up for it. I’m 

tired and I want to rest but I feel guilty.  

I finally turned my phone back on and only got one message from one friend. I’m going to keep 

ignoring the phone. I don’t care about anything else right now. I feel tired. Parenting my self and 

parenting my parents and the rest of the family, it’s tiring. Anyway, my sibling is doing stuff. They’ve 

been good at keeping themself busy. It’s good. I’m happy to see them doing okay. Everything else… I 

don’t know. I’m just going to focus on this thing I’m working on. 

April 20, 03:02 AM 

I played this game until around two and then I watched some shows. I’m feeling a lot of stress. I 

worked out today, last night, and tonight. I have to watch my health.  

April 21, 09:02 AM 

They were complaining about something. In my memory, they complain every day, every hour. I asked 

them to stop because the current situation is very stressful. They resolved to tears and screams and 

can’t just fucking have a conversation or discussion. I should have kept my mouth shut. I was harsh 

again but they were complaining non-stop. Fucking talk things out! Don’t play the victim all the time! 

Just crying and screaming and threatening shit. Fuck. This isn’t fair. WHO THE FUCK CAN BE 

OKAY WITH HEARING THEIR PARENTS HATING THEIR CHILDREN AND DEFENDING 

THAT?! I know it’s not something I can expect from them and I truly don’t care anymore but WHAT 

THE FUCK?!  

At least for today. I’ve learned to just shut my mouth. Please calm down today and I'll shut my mouth. 

This is proof that they will never change and that I should stop trying to change things. I should just 

shut my mouth. 

Will it ever change or is this a void I have to satisfy elsewhere? I’m tired of being wrong. I just want to 

be listened to and have healthy discussions for the rest of my life instead of these fights and playing 

victim. I want to listen and fix things, work it out healthily. I’m done with this dysfunctional shit. For 

the rest of my life, I only want healthy relationships. 
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April 25, 01: 59 AM 

I had a few outburst but overall my mental health has been manageable. Solution or conclusion always 

feels like it’s on the tip of my finger. It feels like reaching for a marble under a furniture. I keep 

reaching for it and I can feel it on my skin but it keeps rolling further away. 

09:16 PM  

I thought that if we have a conversation, if I explain myself better, something will change. I thought 

that we haven’t understood each other because I didn’t say enough. I didn’t open up enough. I didn’t 

try enough. I didn’t expect to hit a wall like that. I know I’ve been saying it but all this time I thought I 

was at fault too.  

That last fight, I really pushed them to question themselves about how they feel. They said that I have 

to understand that it was their limit. My demands, where do they come from? Am I wrong? Is it really 

that high if a demand? To ask your parents to understand you? 

When they said that I thought, if they knew their limit and they were able to tell me it means they’re 

able to change but choose not to. Because… these kinds of things… I never thought it has limits. It’s 

like when they didn’t want to learn to use the internet but eventually learned when they want to watch 

videos.  

I change a lot too. I think if you love, you’ll make changes. Not making changes even if it hurts me, 

doesn’t that mean they don’t care enough? Should I just accept it? I kind of understand this feeling… 

accepting their limit and not accepting it at the same time. I understand but… I don’t want to accept 

that excuse.  

11: 24 PM 

If you don’t love yourself how can you love an extension of yourself. I feel sorry for them but if you 

can fix yourself and choose not to… In this world, you’re not going to be liked by everyone. I just have 

to accept it.  

April 26, 01:20 AM 

My mind is playing with me again today. Rest. Sleep. Recharge. You're okay. Everything is going to 

be okay. Sleep well. 

April 28, 12:41 AM 

I had overwhelming memories of the past again. It made me feel so uneasy. All the people in my mind. 

I wish it’s true, that I matter that much in people’s lives. But if I remember them, so what? There’s 

nothing I’m willing to do or feel like I have to do. They’re just memories. I’m just feeling nostalgic. 

Who knows, who knows. 
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April 28, 10:52 PM 

I can’t let go of this idea of others’ validation. You can preach all you want about self-love and feeling 

enough about yourself but without outside validation, how can that be true? If you are existing alone, 

you don't need validation from others. But we're existing with them so how could we not crave that 

validation when we're forced to participate in this world? Fuck. I don’t know the answer. 

It’s like feelings too. When you tell someone they don’t feel what they feel. When you tell someone 

they are not who they are. How can they exist anymore? When your existence isn’t acknowledge, in a 

world entangled with others, how do you exist?  

11:33 AM 

I’ve been binge-watching ‘inspirational’, “positive’ videos and I’m feeling numb to it. Hope is like a 

skeleton machine that punctures your skin and forces your meat to move.
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May 

May 2, 12:59 9AM 

I’m digitizing my journal. It’s tiring because it’s a lot of work and I have other things to do. But I’m 

happy. Reading it makes me nervous. It’s showing me myself. I hate the things I wrote, some are... a lot 

of them are horrible. They’re horrible. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.  

May 5, 11:33 PM 

I finished this chapter and I’m taking a break. I’m dealing with a lot of negative feelings from the past. 

After this project is finished, I’ll be free. It’s a symbolic rite of passage, I guess. Cleansing of the past. 

In reality, I’m already free. It’s draining but healing. I’m ready to move on. 

May 10, 12:11 AM 

Some cats are creeping on the roof. I’m tired. My plans… I’m getting nervous and stressed. I 

downloaded some games. Fuck life lessons or whatever. Hurt things hurt. Is there any point in 

connections? I want to sleep. I want to take a break and do nothing. Maybe that's what I should do 

tomorrow. 

May 14, 12:44 AM  

I can’t sleep. I'm feeling sick. This project is taxing. The energy is fucking heavy and tiring. 

Everything is at a standstill I just want to finish the project so everything can move again. 

May 21, 10:00 PM 

I'm bored. I’m just relaxing, watching some videos. I'm so sleepy. I got a workout and got some 

dancing in earlier. I feel good. I’m satisfied with my efforts. I’m okay. I’m taking a three days break, 

including today. Maybe I’ll start again on Monday but I’m going to do mandatory rest for these three 

days. I’m not going to allow myself to touch that project at all. I’m nervous about it. I’m ready for this 

chapter to end. I want things to change, ready or not. I’m going to force myself to. I think any reminder 

of anyone from the past is rooted in boredom. I’m just bored. I'm optimistic about the future and, now 

that the digitizing project is at the finishing stage, I'm getting back to that peaceful feeling again. What 

else? Overall, I’m at peace being alone. Anyway…what else. Anything else happier?  

May 25, 12:56 AM 

I’m sad. I’m feeling really sad and tired, mainly sad. I’m exhausted. I’m depleted. I wish I can say for 

sure why I'm feeling what I'm feeling. I can’t do much about it, I just have to ride it out.  
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I feel… it’s more like I’m grieving. I feel like the world is dead and I’m grieving. That’s it, that’s how 

I feel. Maybe I’m grieving my death. Because I feel like my life is ending. All I ask though, that all my 

stuff will be burned. What’s mine is mine alone. Why am I feeling this?  

I planned to be productive but I spent it on an escape room phone game. It took a while but it was fun. 

It was well spent. I’m listening to this song, it suits the mood.  

These journals are breaking me. But I want to finish it. It’s just this feeling… I just want it to be seen. 

I want this thing in me to be seen, you know? Will I feel better if I cry? Everything in these journals are 

my sickness. I’m just grieving. I know. There’s nothing I can do and all the connections I lost can’t be 

fixed, whether I’m in the right or wrong. I’m just grieving. I’m crying. Just a little. If I cry more, I think 

I’ll feel better.   

It feels like my heart is broken pieces wrapped together in a cloth. It’s creaking and it drops debris 

every time it beats. Like when you carry a broken plate in a bag and every time you walk it makes 

noises. Creak. Creak. Clang. Clang. I’m laughing and crying at the image in my head. Is it healing? I 

think it does. I’m pretty good at this, healing myself.  

But I feel like it’s also breaking at the same time it’s healing so it keeps… it stays in that stage. It’s 

probably lost its shape. Do people describe their pain this way?  

Anyway, things are falling apart but it’s also falling into place. I know. I know that’s true. It’s hard, 

that’s all. I'm exhausted. My dreams and my hopes, are they still alive? I can't picture the future.  

May 26, 10:06 PM 

I don't trust myself. And if the world wants to shit on me…well…. Anyway, I can’t focus on other 

things. Is there any point to this? Am I honest? Am I real? I don’t know. 

May 27, 10:27 PM 

Take the high road. Be patient. Do the right thing. Think about the right thing. All I'm doing is 

suppressing my feelings. It's not fair, you know. I'm in pain. Can you please help? Why do we have to 

suffer at all? I haven't learned my lessons or what? Are you punishing me for being rude? Fuck you. 

I'm not rude, I'm angry. Please help me? Is it not bad enough that I need help? Are you prioritizing 

other people who’re suffering more than I do? Give me just a little. Please, just a little.  

I thought it’s because I was reading these old journals but my current situation is the same. What’s 

changed? I’m still here. My family is still the same. I changed but everything else around me is still the 

same. And I’m still alone. If I kill myself no one will know because no one knows where I am. No one 

ever knows where I am.  

For it to keep moving I have to wear a mask. It’s as if I shouldn’t exist at all so they can stay alive. I can 
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never be myself. Even if I succeed in this world. I don’t exist. Every effort I’ve made doesn’t exist. I 

am my parents’, my family’s, my partner’s, my school’s, my company’s, my country’s. Do I exist? Is 

anything mine? Failure, success, I don’t really care as long as they’re mine.  

You don’t even know me and you want to erase me.  

May 28, 12:05 AM 

I listened to music and cried. It wasn’t a big heavy cry but it’s almost as satisfying. It was more like big 

drips. I cried in big drips a few times. I hope tomorrow will be better. I’m going to prepare for next 

month. Yeah, I want to get things done. It’s a beginning, not an ending. I’m getting birthed again. 

It’s not that I don’t know that the world is much bigger than this room I’m in. It’s that the exit looks so 

narrow that I will scrape my skin and flesh if I (attempt to) go through it. It’s going to hurt. I’ll be free 

but I’ve been in pain for so long that it seems that this pain is easier to endure than the pain of going 

through that narrow exit.  

May 31, 11:30 AM 

Is it possible to grieve twenty years later?  

I cried when I thought about them. I cried a lot as if their passing was only recently. The realization 

hurt. They were sick for a while. I can’t remember how I felt. If they were still alive things would be 

different. I wouldn’t feel so lonely because I know I can run to them. I know they’ll understand. I 

was so young I didn’t know. All this time I didn’t know that their passing has this much impact. I 

don't think anyone else cares. Their death only matters to me. They would understand. Maybe it’s 

easier to think that way because they’re not here.  

Those who have died would understand, maybe that’s what I meant. 

I used to be scared of ghost but now I feel more connected to spirits than to people. I’m alive but I 

feel like I’m dead. Not that my body doesn’t move but it feels like it doesn’t have a future. Ghost 

stories. They just stay in one place, stuck in a moment of time repeating the same action. No future, 

no new habits, no new schedule. Every day, every time. Will never form any relationships with 

anyone. Forgotten by the old and will never gain new.  

I've disappeared from the world. Will anything change?  

I wonder if I truly disappear will it have any impact on anyone at all?  

If I survive it, was it really that bad? Somehow that makes me feel hopeless. Like a loop. If I survive 

it I can’t grieve it. Limbo loop. All this emotion is stuck in a looped tube somewhere in space and 

time or in me. 


